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Bolingbroke. 
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Fitz water. | 

P ercy. | Thy -.4 
Biſhop of Carliſle. PRIN 
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Buſhy. ; | | 
Green. 
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Dutcheſs of York. 
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Ladies Attendants. 
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PR N F A & 
EING a Stran ger to the World of Let- 


| ters, it may be neceſſary to inform the 
Publick, that this Alteration of RICHARD 


was intended for the Stage. It was given 


into the Hands of Mr. Garrick, by a par- 
ticular Friend, who received for Anſwer at 
the return of the Book, that Mr. Garrick 
would play it as it was in the Original. Now 
as I was conſcious to myſelf, the Play of R1- 
CHARD THE SECOND has ſo many neceſſa 
Alterations to be made, before it could ol 


ſibly be even in the leaſt Theatrical; I looked 


upon the return of the Play as a mere Fx- 


cuſe—though he was pleaſed at the ſame 
Time to ſay, the Author of the Alteration 
had certainly great Literary Merit—lIf fo, 
why was it not accepted, if otherwiſe, why 
was not the real Reaſon of that Refuſal 
given?—* That infinite Engagements,” that 
a diſlike to the Alteration, was the abſolute 
Cauſe—I remember two Lines of Mr. Gar- 
RICK'S, wherein he ſays, | 


— t is my Plan, 
To loſe no Drop of this immortal Man. 


Certainly RicHaRD THE SEConD has ſen- 
| timental 


H e 

timental Language and Beauty, equal to the 
firſt Pieces of that immortal Poet though it 
is, without a neceſſary Alteration for the 
Stage, defective in many Particulars, greatly 
incorrect, and abounding with indifferent 
Puns, put into more indifferent Verſe— 
Though at the fame Time the ſtriking Beau- 
ties of the Piece, bury the leſs glaring Faults 
in their particular Luſtre. Mr. GaRRITcR 
alſo ſaid—he was ſo fond of SHARK ESHEAR, 
he could not think of receiving any Altera- 
tion—when it is well known to the World, 
moſt of SHAKESPEAR's, I may ſay all, have 
been either curtailed, or altered for the pre- 
ſent Taſte— Richard the Third, greatly for 
the better; Romeo, and Cymbeline, better 
adapted to the Stage Not that I can approve 
of the Midſummer Night's Dream being 
turned into an Opera -a kind of Poetry very 
foreign to the Taſte of SAR ESDEAR or that 
the Winter's Tale received any additional 
Beauty from a Song—or by making a Ballad- 
ſinging Pedlar the firſt Character in the Piece 
—By metamorphoſing it into a Farce, or in 
other Language, a Comedy of three Acts—1 
fear a Prop or two muſt be ſpilt by the Way 
—Be that as it will, every Man has a Right 
to judge for himſelf. | 


The following Play is now offered to the 
Publick, and it gives me the greateſt Pleaſure 
to think the ſenſible Part of the World can 
judge from the reading of it in the Cloſet—as 
well as from the acting of it on the Stage 
though the latter would have been perhaps 
more beneficial to the Adventurer. 


Being 
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Being refuſed at Drury-Lane—I never of- 
fered it at the other Houſe though I was aſ- 
ſured from ſeveral of Mr. CoLMAN's Friends, 
of his candid Diſpoſition to encourage the 
leaſt dawn of Merit—my diſtance from Lon- 


don would not permit me. * 


I left out the Scene of the King's Death in 
Pomfret Caſtle, as an Incident too ſhocking 
for a refined Age to ſee, when a Recital of it 
anſwered the ſame End. 


It is diſputed if he died at Pomfret or the 
Tower but as the Tower was every way more 
agreeable to Time, Place, and the Circum- 
ſtances of the Plot I hope I ſhall be excuſed 
the greateſt Liberty I have taken with the 
Piece. I have only to add—I ſhould nor have 


obtrũded the Play upon the World, except I 
had been honoured with the Approbation of 
the beſt Judges in private, of the ſame fa- 
vourable Opinion I am in hopes it might 


have received from the humane Judges in 
2X publick. : 


It is not the leſs worthy of the Stage, for 


not having been recommended to it by an illu- 


ſtrious Patron. — The Part of Ri cHARD, would 


add luſtre to the Abilities of the beſt Player 
9 and certainly ſo great, ſo noble a remain of 
FSHakEsSPEAR, muſt engage the Attention of 
the moſt refined Audience. | 
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ACT the firſt, SCENE the keſt, 
King, Queen, Buſhy, Green, Gentlemen and Ladies, 
N And by the Honour of my buried Anceſtors, 
(Who knew no Wrong, but what the Sword's keen Point 
Could well aveoge) this Inſolence alarms 
My rage-fired Soul, and every Pulſe beats War; 
To think the high Thoughts of proud Arrogance 
Should glow in Iriſh Breaſts, and boldly wake 
The Rage of civil War, with hoſtile Stride 
To meaſure out their Lapd in bloody Steps, 
And drive *em with the Sword of Vengeance on, 
Whilſt Traitor's Blood bepaints the crimſon'd Steel, 
And black Rebellion ſickens on the Point, 
Ducen, * Let not my Richard's Crown be like the Wealth 
Which binds Security's empopied Brow, 
Who never ſtarts, *till Danger ſhakes her Throne, 
'Tis beſt (forgive me, my reſpected Lord) 
To court the Smile of gently dawning Hope, 
With ſuch Reſpect as ſuits mere Man to woo her, 
Dependant he on Fate's ſtrange Sovereignty, j 
That oft” has levell'd the World's mighty Rulers, 5 


And taught the purpl'd Prince he was but Man, 
K. Rich. * My Iſabella ſpeaks the Voice of Love 


King Ricianp. 
OW by the native Greatneſs of my Soul ! 


The bumble Shrubs, and flender Trees may bend 
And ſeem to court em with ignoble Worlhip; 
But the firm kingly Oak remains unmoy'd, 


* Forgetful of the Thoughts of Majeſty: U e | 

Fear never ſhould affault a royal Breaſt. 9k * 

* Thys when the bellowing Winds with ſavage Rage | > 
Do ſeem to mock the rending Thunder's Voice, 5 

* Loud as the dread Artillery of Heaven ! * 
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© In haughty Triumph waves his branchy Honours, 
And views the howling Tempeſt with Diſdain. 

Qucen. Such ever be the Strength of my ſweet Lord; 
But yet, Diſtruſt is ſometimes neceſſary: 
© Tho? that ſtrong Oak diſdains the Rage of Winds, 
The Lightning ſhivers it's diſtorted Bark; 

Forgive me Sir; but tis my Love that ſpeaks. 

K. Rich, © No more my Iſabella, Heaven itſelf, 
And waking Angels guard the Lives of Kings. 
But ſee, Aumerle, our Couſin comes this Way. 

© *Tis well; I want to chide him for his Coldneſs 
* And long Neglect ſince Bolingbroke's Exile. 


SCENE Il. 
Kingr Queen Buſhy, Green, &c. 
Aumerle, who kneels and kiſſes the King's Hand, — who raiſes him. 
K. Rich. Young Man, your Abſence has been ſomething long: 
My gentle Couſin knows, that Richard's Heart 
And Arms are open, to the Friends he loves, 
Aum. * My Lord, believe my Heart's firm Semtiments 
Are all your own: My Life, my Will is yours, 
Hapleſs, to meet my royal Sovereign's Frown, 
(Whoſe gentler Aſpect uſed to greet my Youth) 
I think myſelf. That I ſo long delay'd 
© To pay my Duty, was to prove my Truth 
Firm to my Prince, my Souls acknowledg'd Maſter; 
And when I barter Loyalty for Greatneſs, 
May Heaven, and all good Men, proclaim me Villain.“ 
K. Rich. © My gentle Coz, I do requeſt your Pardon: 
I know thee honeſt, and confeſs I wrong'd thee. 
In theſe Guile-dealing, Truth-diſguifiog Times, 
* *Tis not too great an Error to ſuſpe&.” 
How far brought-you high Hereford on his Way ? 
Am. U brought high Hereford (if you call him ſo) 
But to the next High-way, and there I left him, | 
K. Rich. And ſay, what Store of parting Tears were. ſhed ? 
Aum, Faith none by me; unleſs the North-eaſt Wind 
(Which then blew bitterly agaioſt our Faces) 
Awak'd the fleepy Rheum, and ſo by Chance 
Did grace our hollow Parting with a Tear. 
K. Rich. What ſaid your Couſin. when you parted with him? 
Aum, Farewell, 
And, for my Heart diſdained that my Tongue 
Should ſo profane the Word, that taught me Craft 
To counterfeit Oppreſſion of ſuch Grief, 
That Words ſeem'd buried in my Sorrows Grave. 
But would the Word Farewell have leogthen'd Hours, 
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Wooing poor Craftſmen with the Ctaſt of Smiles, 
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And added Tears to his ſhort Baniſhmeot, 


He ſhould have had a Volume of Farewells; 
But ſince it would not he had none from me. 


XK. Rich. He is our Kinſman, Couſin; but tis doubt, yu: 
When Time ſhall call him Home from Baniſhment, | $59 
Whether our Kinſman come to ſee his Friends. i | 

Aum. * Myſelf, and others of your right good Friends' 
Obſerv'd, as thro? the crowded Streets he paſs'd, 
His ſervile Courtſhip to the common People: 


How he did ſeem to dive into their Hearts, 


With humble and familiar Courteſy; 
What Reverence he did throw away on Slaves, 


And patient underbearing of his Fortune, 
As 'twere to baniſh their Affections with him. 
Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyſter Wench; 
A Brace of Draymen bid God ſpeed him well, 
And had the Tribute of his humble Knee, | 
With, Thanks my Countrymen, my loving Friends; 
As were your England in Reverſion his, 
And he our Subjects next Degree in Hope. 
K. Rich. How much I owe you for this Gunrtebie, 
My Love ſhall ſpeak at large. But good Aumerle, 
© Proceed if more remains, and ſhock our Ears 
With the poor Artifice, Baſe fawning Traitor; 
Vile, Guilt-infinuatiog Bolingbroke ! 
Aum. * No more remains but to inform my Liege, 
I ſpent the Lead · wing d Hours that kept me from 
My Duty here, in ſearching into Hearts; 
But found moſt differed from the Forms that own'd them: 
They pray'd for Richard when they wiſh'd for Boliogbroke. 
Change is the Joy of Nature and of Man; | 
For as ſhe varies in her Heaven-wrought Scene, 
Where Summer ſmiles, and Winter droops by Turns; 
So in the ſeyeral Paſſions of Man's Mind, | 
Sit different Forms — of Loyalty, Rebellion, 
The Love of Kings, and wiſh for their Deſtruction, 
Alternately reſiſting: till the Motion 
Which riſes uppermoſt is put in Action, 
And ſhows right plain, the brave Man or the Villain. 
K. Rich. Couſin thy Zeal tranſports me brave young Man! 
Lire in the Breaſt of Richard, I have heard 
Indeed the People's Acts of ſervile Pity, 
And Bolingbroke's more ſervile Flattery; 
But not with all the Juſtneſs of Expreſſion, 


With which dear Couſin you deliver it, | 
| B 2 © You've 


4 KING RICHARD . 


© You've heard Aumerle, how we atebrav'difrom Ireland ? 
© Dar'd by the haughty Threats of inſolent Men, bl, 
© Who call aloud for royal Chaſtiſemeoyt? 

Aum, I have my Lord; and tis my great Ambit ion 1 | 

© To hope good Leave and ever royal Grace. T ao 74 9 
Will let me join with your right loyal Troops. d: 181711 U 

K. Rich. We will ourſelf in Perſon to this war, M ud 15 
And therefore much approve your great good Will; es ral. 4 
And for our Coffers with two great a Court.. 4 
And liberal Largeneſs, are grown ſome-what light, 
We are enforc'd to farm our royal Realm, | 
The Revenue whereof ſhall furniſh us 
For our Affairs in Hand; if they come ſhort, 
Our Subſtitutes at Home ſhall have blank Charters ; 
Whereto, when they ſhall know what Men are richt: 1 
They ſhall ſubſcribe em for large 8ums of Go ldd. 1 
And ſend them after to ſupply our Wants —" q 
For we will make for Ireland inſtantly,” + {1 LETT 
* But come my Queen, this ſinks too deeply on; you : 
Smile Iſabella, elſe *twere ominous 
© Topart in too much Sadneſs, 
Queen, | My lov'd Lord, | 

Chide not the ſoft Compoſure of my Soul, - | 

The gentle Pleadings of omnipotent Love: 

To part, tho' twere a Progreſs or a Tour, 

Deſign'd for Pleaſure and gay Revelry 

Would give me Pain: is it not ſomething more 

To obey the Call of Death · befriending War? 

Who pours forth Thouſands to his dark Domains : 

It in the Number of a ſlaughter'd Hoſt 

My goodly Richard falls a royal Victim! 

Tis there my Soul is wounded, and pale Fear, 

Enfixes on my Breaſt her trembling Throne 

She calls theſe Tears; tho' I've a Soul that chides 

The fond Betrayers of my Sexes Weakneſs. 

K. Rich. Let me kiſs off thy Tears; there is no Cauſe. 
* What is a Handful of inferior Men, 
© Whea they do proudly dare to raiſe their Hands, 
On Heay'ns firſt Repreſentative on Earth? 


SCENE UL 
| To them an Attendant. 

Attend. * The Duke of York pays his moſt true Commands ; 
And does intreat your Majeſty to honour | 
* My Lord of Lancaſter your royal Uncle, 

With your fair Preſence; as each parting Moment, 
* Doth ſeem the ſhorten'd Era of his Life, 


- 


K. Rich, 


K ING RIC HARD I. 


K. Rich. Now put it Heaven in his Phyſician's Mind, 


To help bim to his Grave immediately. 7 oe baue 


Couſin Aumerle, bear you our Embaſſy. © "7 
Say thus 10 Pain · afflicted Lancaſter; © © 


And will attend him, after he has offer d me! 

One Prayer for his Recovery to high Heaven; ER Au 

And paid his lowly Bendings for his Welfare.“ 

Aum. This ſprings I fear from 'Bolingbroke's * 

And therefore muſt be ſoſten'd with fair Speech," ly 9x 
I ſhall report your Majeſty's Tatention,”* > 727 20 1 


a << 


King, Queen, Buſhy, Green,” Ke. on 
Queen. In ſooth my Heatt much pitys Lancaſter: A So 
Poor good old Man: Indeed my angry Lord | 
You was to blame: Stern was the Rage; 
Stern was the Ire of the incenled Foes; 
But full as wrath ful was the Sentence paſt. - 
K. Rich. My Queen; impartial were my Eyes and' Ears. 
Were he our Brother, oay our Kingdom's Heir, 
As he is but my Father's Brother” s Son; 
I by my Sceptre's Awe had made a Vow, 
Such Neighbour-nearneſs to our ſacred Blood- 
Should nothing priv'ledge him, nor 'partialize + 
The untooping Firmneſs of my upright Soul. 
He was our Subject, ſo was Norfolk tooß | 
* And tho? the fix Vears ſeems unequal Jullice, 
To a long Life worn out in Baniſiment; Ni 
© Yet the Reſolve was ſettled in my Soul. 1 
* If Im a King, 'tiz my Prerogati ve, | 
To make the Scale of Juſtice turn on $afery'? | 


8 0 K „ 


His royal Nephew ſends moſt due ReſpeR,” 11 04 1830 


por) ſooth the Woe-ſtruck. Heart of hoary Guin? 022 JOSNE! 
S ONE 


Hereafter you 1 know more. | i 


Look not Gy on me, but forgive 

The little Folly of a Woman's ſoftneſs, 

The Nature-given Charter of our Sex 
Deny us that and wherefore are we pleaſing? 
Beauty's a Flower moſt ſubje& to decay; 
Vet all our blooming Rivals of the Field, 

Do with their Verdure loſe the Power to charm; 
But we retain the Mind, the Will to pleaſe; 
Affection, the fond darling Child of Love, 

Then ripens ioto Friendſhip, and again, 

We pleaſe again in every ſocial Duty, 


S 


its I've done my Lord. 
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Domeſtic Peace allows a Prince to take: p 
80 wou'd I be to Richard my dear Lord, 
K. Rich. Diſtruſt me not my gentle Iſabella, 


Still wilt thou reiga in Faucy's fav'rite Form; 


© Dear to my Arms, the home ſelt Pledge of Peace, 
© The Bounty of high Heaven; my Care in War. "= 
© My Soul's Ally, and Refuge in Diſtreſs. 
© But let us haſte : Even now all levelling Death, 

May have touch'd boary Gaunt, and with cold Hand, 

* Froze the once royal Channels of his Blood. 

© I pity Gaunt; but yet believe me Love, 


2 I cannot weep, for I do hate diſſembling, 


© Tho' ſometimes uſeful: We at our return, 
© Will meditate on Meaſures moſt advis d 
© For Safety in our Abſence; your Security 
Will plant ſucceſsful Omens in my Breaſt, 
© And add freſh Vigour to the Heart of Richard, | 
Scene V. John of Gaunt's Palace. 
Duke and Dutcheſs of Vork. 

Tor. By my Soul's Heavineſs, this ſolemn Stillneſs 
This conſtant Watch, this more than Midaight Gloom, 
© Alarm me much; adjoin'd to Gaunt's ill State, 
© The Fear when robb'd of his once ſage Reſolve, 
© Govern'd alone by Pleaſure-guided Boys, 


_ * What ſtraoge ill Fortune may befall our England. 


D. York. The good of England lives in every Breaſt : 
- Friendſhip, 'Love, Honour, every Tie is hers, 
That binds the loyal Heart : Men will wake 
In nightly Vigils, with zeal-wiag'd Devotion 
To Heaven for her Aid, and brave Men's Hearts 
And Swords be ready to aſſiſt her Cauſe ; 
They'll think mean Life unworthy their Deſire, 
If by their Deaths they leave their native Land, 
in Heaven-deſcended Peace, and fair-brow'd Triumph. 
SCENE VI. 
York, Dutcheſs of York, Aumerle. 


D. York. © Welcome my Son. 


I thought Aumerle that fond Affection's Tie, 

© The true Regard of Duty, and Reſpect, 

© Had brought you ſooner here: But you are grown 

A Favourite with the mighty; be it ſo, | 
Be Richard's Friend if all his Friends are honeſt, 
But oh, my Son! join not bad Men, tho' proſperous; 
But ſcorn the fair Adyancement, and high Place 


York, *© His abſence ſcarce deſerves i it. | 
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They would beſtow, if it would dama-thy Fame, | 
And leave it ſullied to Poſterity. wor taco? of ? 
Aum. Not that I lack Advancement do „ AAT 
The princely Richard, no: my Soul's too great: N ba 
'Tis his good Virtues, and the noble Fire I 38. * 
That warms his gallant Breaſt : He's-raſh tis true . 

In ſome Things blameable, nor can I like bak? 
The farming, of a noble Realm like Britain; | 7 bed +08 * 
'Tis baſely mean: But yet Neceſſity, act 11 Bel! | 
That meagre, hateful, chat hell-viſag'd Fiend ! 1 0241 | 
May force him to the Act, for too profuſe | | 
He ſpends the gay Hours of a ſmiling Youth, _ 4 | 
And his Revenue anſwers not his State, 

York, * Ought more haſt thou to plead in his Behalf ? 2 
Aum. * Theſe Iriſh Wars require immediate Action, 
Nor can a Fleet be mann'd without Supplies; 

Nor can our Legions pour on Iriſh Plains 

Numbers to chaſe Rebellion, withoue that 

Guilded Seducer, animating Gold : 

That oft, too oft awakes the Patriot Zeal, _ 
And fires the Hero to the bold Attempt, | 
When nobler Paſhons onght to lead them on e ba; 
To true Ambition, to the generous glow |! : 
By Virtue wak'd, and honeſt Warmth maintain'd. FI | 
York, Now by my Life thou haſt a gallant Spirit, | 
Take right good Care amongſt Time-ſerving Men, 

You keep it in its Bloom. | 
| Aum. But ſee, the King 
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Is here before I've told my Embaſſy. © 
D. York. * I'll in and tell my Brother Lancaſter, 
Leaſt the Surprize is greater than his Spirits. 


SCENE VII. 


Duke of York, Aumerle, King, Queen, Buſhy, Green, Ladies, &c, 
Queen. How fares our noble Unele Lancaſter ? 
K. Rich. Good Uncle York, how is't with aged Gaunt ? 
York, * Welcome fair Couſins, from a tuneleſs Tongue 
* Whom Sorrow hath made harſh: Alas, my Lord, 
* My Brother Lancaſter I look on now, 
As in the ſilent Number of the dead: © 

His Son, his Son; but I have done my Lord. | 
K. Rich Speak out, good Uncle; we are not offended. 
York. * Then thus. 
* You baniſh'd Bolingbroke uncautiouſly ; 
© I fear the Cauſe of our dear Brother's Death: 0 
* You'll pardon me my Liege, Grief mocks at Forms, 
And cannot flatter, tho' a Prince is near. 


2 
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l Saucen. Good Uncle York, / 

! ln footh you ſearch for Diſcontent too nearly : 
© The Part my Lord did hold in Gloſter's Blood, 

| © Made ſtern-brow'd Vengeance pleaſing in his Eye; 

© But whilſt the Proof remaio'd in Night's dark Shade, 

© What could he do? True, Bolingbroke had fought, 

© And Guilt-charg'd Norfolk might have felt his Arm; 

© But had it been Gaunt's Son's unlaurel'd Brow, 

© Had felt the Force of Norfolk's direful Rage; 
| © Then might you charge my too impartial Lord, 

* And blame, what now, is mitigated Fate. » 
| K. Rich. My Queen ſays true: Gaunt's Ire-incenſed Son, 
| © That accus d Norfolk of a Privacy | 
| © In Gloſter's Murder, might have been his Fate. 

No ſooner I beheld the neighing Steed: 

© Diſdain the Curb, and proudly ſpurn the Ground; 

© The Foes in ſplendid Chivalry, array'd 

© In ſteely Honour ; and the nodding Plumes 

Wave awful on their Helmet's burniſh'd Pride; 

I thought twere pity for to ſoil our Earth 

With that dear Blood which it hath foſtered ; 

And as our Eyes did hate the dire Aſpe&t ,.- 

Of civil Wounds ploughed up with Neighbour's Swords; 

And as we thought the eagle wioged Pride 

Of ſhy-aſpiring and ambitious Thoughts, 

With rival-bating Envy, ſet them on, 

To wake our Peace, which in our Cguntry's Cradle 

Drew the ſweet infant-Breath' of gentle Sleep ; 

(Which thus rous'd up with boiſterous antun'd Drums) 
And harſh reſounding Trumpet's dreadful Bray, 

And grating Shock of wrathful Iron Arms, 

Might from our quiet Confines fright fair Peace, 

And make us wade even in our Kindred's Blood : 

© *Twas this compell'd our Couſin's ſoften d Doom, 

© And Norfolk's life-exiſting Baniſhment. 

SCENE VIIL 
To them the Dutcheſs of York, weeping. 
D. York. The good old Gaunt commends him to your Majeſty, 
K. Rich. What ſays old Gaunt? 
Dauch. York. Nay Nothiog, all is ſaid. 

His Toogue is now a {triogleſs Inſtrument, = | 

Words, Life, and all old Lancaſter has ſpent. 8 
York, Be York the next that muſt be Bankrupt ſo; 

Though Death be poor, it ends a mortal Grief. 
K. Rich. The ripeſt Fruit firſt falls and ſo doth he ; 


His Time i is ſpent, our Pilgrimage muſt come ; 
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So much for that, + Now for our Iriſh Wars; 
We mult ſupplant thoſe rough rug-headed Kerns, 
Which live like Venom, where no Venom elſe, 
But only they, have Privilege to live. 

And, for theſe great Affairs do aſk ſome Charge, 
Towards our Aſſiſtance we do ſeize to us 

The Plate, Coin, Revenues, - and Moveables, 
Whereof our Uncle Gaunt did ſtand poſleſt, 


York. How long ſhall I be patient? Oh ! how long 


Shall tender Duty make me ſuffer Wrong? 
Nor Gloſter's Death, nor Hereford's Baniſhment, 
Nor Gaunt's Diſtreſs, nor England's private Wrongs 
Have ever made me ſow'r my patient Cheek, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my Sovereign” s Face. 
I am the laſt of noble Edward's Sons, 
Of whom thy Father Prince of Wales was firſt : 
In War, was never Lion rag'd more fierce; 
In Peace was never gentle Lamb more mild, : 
Than was that young and princely Gentleman; 
His Face thou haſt, for even ſo look d he © 
Accompliſh'd with the Number of thy Hours, 
But when he frown'd it was againſt his Foes, 
And not againſt his Friends : his noble Hand 
Did win what he did ſpend, and ſpent not that 
Which his triumphant Father's Hand had won. 
His Hands were guilty of no Kindred's Blood 
But bloody with his Kindred's Enemies, | 
Oh! Richard, Vork is too far gone With Grief, 
Or elſe he never would compare between. 
K. Rich. Why Uncle, what's the Matter? 
York, Oh! my Liege, 
Seek you to ſeize, and gripe into your Hands 
The Royalties and Rights of baniſh'd Hereford ? 
Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live ? 
Did not the one deſerve to have an Heir ? 
Is not his Heir a well deſerving Son ? 
Take Hereford's Rights away, and take from Time 
His Charters and his cuſtomary Rights, 
Let not to-morrow then enſue to-day, 
Be not thyſelf; for how art thon a King, © 
But by fair Sequence and Succeſſion ?* * 
If yuu do wrongfully ſeize Hereford's Right, 
You pluck a thouſand Dangers on your Head; 
You loſe a thouſand well diſpoſed Hearts; 
And prick my tender Patience to thoſe Thoughts, 
Which Honour and Allegiance cannot think, 
a ö C %i- 
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K. Rich, 
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K. Rich. * Let York think whit he will; tlg forfettsd; 


And Hereford's Right is na the Right of Richard. 
York. * Let me be abſent from a Scene like that; 
For it would ill beſeem theſe hoary Halts, 
© To join my Prince, in what my Prince is wrong, 
And muſt repent his inconſiderate Raffiteſs. 


S'C'E-N E* IX. 


|  Kivg, Queen, Aumerle, Buſhy, Green, Ladies, &c. 

K. Rich. Gd Buſh y to the Earl of Wiltſhire Revight, 
Bid him repair to us at Ely-Hoeuſe, P 
To ſee this Buſineſs done: For our own Part | 
We'll iaſtantly to Ireland; _. 

And we create in ablence of ourfelf, | 

Our Uncle York Lord Governor of England, 
For he is juſt, and always lov'd us well. 
The Lining of Gaunt's Coffers ſhall make Coats, 
To deck our Soldiers for this lriſ War. 

Aum. Ha! ſaid you Sir? 

K. Rich. Away with Frowns, good Couſin, you er 
* How much you hated Harry Bolingbroke ; . 
And would you he ſhould come triumphant back; 

* Impower'd with bis own Wealth to raiſe ao Army ? 
And in the haughty Valour of bis Soul, 

To lead them on againſt our royal Perſon ? 

* Away, —— no more——your Scruples are too nice. 

Aum. Forgive me, Sir, I know myſelf your Friend; 
And ſhould you do a Deed fo raſh as this, 
What would the World allow the Friends of Richard? 

l fear my Leige, that they would boldly ſay, 

I had my Share in his ſequeſter'd Fortune; 

Or that my Father, honeſt good old York! 

© Baſely approv'd for the Reward the Deed : 

Pardon me, Royal Sir, if Flame-clad Zeal 

Too much tranſports me; but my dear, dear Lord, 
The pureſt Treaſure mortal Times afford 

Is ſpotleſs Reputation; that caſt off, 

Men are but gilded” Loam, or painted Clay. 

K. Rich. Couſio, I know thee brave and honeſt too; 
Bat good Aumerle no more, tis juſtly forfeited ; 

Harry is now the Subject of our Anger. 

Whate'er Fame's brazea Trump to future Times, 
Can to the Guilt-charg'd Life-of Richard ſpeak, 

It can but fay, if Vengeance went too far, 

Twas from a Soul too great to own mild Juſtice, 
When Villains and Diſſemblers croſt its Purport; 
Which was good Meaniog to all loyal Subjects. 


| Wee, 
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| Weep not my Loyez the Time of parting ſoon [To the Nuten, ] 
Will call for all our Tears — but it mult he, WT | | 


Yet when thy Soldier comes triumphant back, 

The Joy will more than pay for this ſhort Abſence. 
My Soul is all in Arms, and I would cruſh them, 
As I wou'd any Inſe& 1 deſpiſe! 

Guard Daſtards, guard your Courage, and keep up 
Your Fear-ſtruck Souls, inanimately cold, 

When borne by diſtant Winds, the ſwelling Sounds 
Of the big Trumpet, and War- ſpeaking Drums, 
Proclaim to Guilt-(tain'd Rebels, Richard comes. 


The End of Abe Firſt Ad. 
ACT the Second, SCENE. the Firſt. 
Ao Apartment in the Palace. 
Queen, Emilia, Ladies, Buſhy. 


| Emilia. | 
M AD A M your Majeſty is much too ſad: 
You promis'd when you. parted with the King, 
To lay aſide ſelf-harmiog Heavinels, 
And entertain a chearful Diſpoſition. 

Queen. To pleaſe the King, I dig; to pleaſe myſelf 
I cannot do it, yet I know no Cauſe 
Why I ſhou'd welcome ſuch a Gueſt as Grief, 

Save bidding farewell to ſo ſweet a Gueſt 

As my ſweet Richard: yet again me-thinks 

Some unborn Sorrow, ripe in Fortune's Womb, 

Is coming tow'rd me, and my joward Soul 

With nothing trembles, yet at ſomething grieves, 
More than at parting with my Lord the Weg. 

Buſhy. Each Subſtance of a Grief hath twenty Shadows, 
Which ſhow like Grief itſelf, but are not ſo; | 
For Sorrow's Eye, glazed with blinding Tears, 

Divides one Thing intire to many Objects; 
Like Perſpectives, which rightly gaz'd upon 
Shew nothing but Confuſion; ey d awry, 

Diſtinguiſh Form. So your ſweer Majeſty, 
| Looking awry upon your Lord's Departure, 
Finds Shapes of Grief more than himſelf to wail, 
Which look'd on as it is, is nought but Shadows 


Of what is not; gracious Queen, then weep not 
C 2 More 
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More than your Lord's Departure, more's, not ſeen, 
Or if it be, 'tis with falſe Sorrow's Eye. | 
Queen, It may be ſo; but yet my inward Soul 
Perſuades me otherwiſe: howe'er it be, 
J cannot but be ſad, moſt heavy ſad. 
Emilia. Tis ngithipg but Conceit my gracious Lady. 
Ducen. Tis nathing leſs; Conceit is (till deriv d 
From ſome Fore · father Grief; mine is not thus, 
But what it is, not known, *tis nameleſs Woe, 


SCENE II. 
Queen, Emilia, Buſby, and Green. 
Green, Heaven ſave your Majeſty: 
I hope the King is not yet ſhipt for Ireland. 
Ducen, Oh! my foreboding Heart! why hop'ſt thou ſo? 
Green. That he in Time might have retir'd his Power, 
Abd driven into Deſpair an Enemy - 
Who ſtrongly hath ſet Footing in this Land, 
The baniſh'd Bolingbroke repeals himſelf, 
And with uplifted Arms ſome few Days ſince 
Arriv'd at Ravenpurge: Report ſpeaks now 
He wanders to the Weſtward of this Iſle. 
Qucen. Good Heaven forbid it Green! 
Green. Madam, it is too true, and what is worſe, 
The Lord Northumberland, his young Son Percy, 
The Lords of Roſs, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powerful Friends, are fled to him. 
Buſhy. Why have you not phoclaim' Northumberland, 
And all of that revolted Faction Traitors? 
Green, We have: whereon the Earl of Worceſter 
Hath broke his Staff, reſign d his Stewardſhip 
And all the houſhold Servants fled with him 
To Bolingbroke. 
Queen. So Green thou art the Midwife of my Woe, 
And Bolingbroke my Sorrow's diſmal Heir: 
Now hath my Soul brought forth her Prodigy, 
And Ia gaſping new-deliver'd Mother, 
Have Woe to Woe, Sorrow to Sorrow join'd, 
Buſhy. Deſpair not Madam 
Queen. Who ſhall hinder me? 
1 will deſpair and be at Enmity 
With cozening Hope; he is a 8 
A Paraſite, a Keeper back of Death, 
Who gently wou'd diſſolve the Bands of Life, 
| Which falſe Hopes lioger i io Exttemity. 


SCENE 
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| Queen, Emilia, Buſhy, Green, &c, Duke of To. | 
Green, Here comes the Dake of York, gps 
Queen. With Signs of War about his aged Neck: 

Oh full of careful Buſineſs are his Looks. 
Uncle, for Heaven's Sake comfortable Words. "er bp 
York. Shou'd I do ſo, I ſhou'd belie my Thoughts; 8 
Comfort's in Heaven, and we are on the Earth, 5 
Where nothing lives but Croſſes, Care. and Grief, 
Your Huſband he is gone to ſave far off, | 
Whilſt others come to make him loſe at Home. 
Here am ] left to under - prop this Land; 8 $ 
Who weak with Age, cannot ſupport myſelf, n 
Now comes the fick Hour, after Surfeit made, zi ks 

Now ſhall be try his Friends that flatter'd him, _ | 
Duecen. Alas good Uncle, caſt away thoſe Looks . 
Which ſeem unuſual to their wonted Mildneſs, 

And add freſh Weight to my depreſſed Soul. 

Sure we have err'd beyond the common, Way ! 

Elſe why in Heaven's everlaſting Volume, 

Glows the red Crime, with deepeſt Crimſon ſtain'd, 

For which th' eternal Judge ordains us this! | / 
York, * Be not aſſur'd of thy Lord's Innocence: 
© There is a Fault, which Heaven will hold a Crime, \ 
And Men, with Wrath grown hardy, ſeek Revenge. * 
8 * Oh! Woe, the heavy Day; what have we ket" 

York. It is the Homebred Injury I mean: 

Say, can they bear to ſee an Iſle like this 

Farm'd like a Village, where the hardy Peaſants, 

Do from their Landlords hold the grateful Glebe 

That pays their Toil with Intereſt ? ſtrange to think! 

This Nurſe, this teeming Womb of royal Kings, 

Fear'd for theit Breed, and famous for their Birth, 

„Should have a choughtleſs, folly-guided Youth, 

* Stranger to all his great Forefather's Worth, 

* Deſcend to make a Nation's Shame his own, | 

* And make Detraction from her Night-gloom'd Dwelling, 

* Who never us'd to meet the awful Glare, 

* Of that fair Sun, that beam'd on England's Glory. 

Queen. Where then good Uncle, was your Prevalence ? 

For he was wont to liſten to your Councils, 

My too raſh Lord! 
York, ——— * I ſaid the Time would come, | 
When he would wiſh he had heard an old Man's Talk, 

Nor ſcorn'd an Age-experieaced Monitor. 
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To them a 2 | | 
Serv. 2 Lord, your Son was gone before I came. 
York, He was; why fo go all which way it will : 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons cold, 
And will I fear revolt on Hereford's Side. 
Get thee to Plaſhie to my Siſter Glo'ſler ; 
Bid her ſend preſently a Thouſand Pounds: 
Hold, take my Ring. .——— | yu | | T0 
Serv, Ile more to tell, : | 
But fear twill grieve you to report the Reſt, 
York, What is t? 
Serv. The Dutcheſs my good Lord. this Morn expir d. | 
York. Heaven for his Mercy, what a Tide of Woes ada | | 
Comes ruſhing on this woeful Land at once. | pat | 
I know not what to do: I wou'd to Heavep 
(So my Untruth had not proygked him to it) 
The King had cut off my Head with my Brother's, | 
What, are there Poſts diſpatch'd for Ireland? - 
How ſhall we do for Money for theſe Wars ? | 7 
Come Siſter (Couſin I would ſay) pray pardon me, ZI e 
Gentlemen, will you go and muſter Men ? 
If I know how to order theſe Affairs, 
Diſorderly thus thruſt into my Hands, 
Never believe me. They are both my Kiaſmen; 
The one my Sovereign, whom both my Oath 
And Duty bids defend : the other again 
My Kinſman is, one whom the King hath wrong 'd, 
Whom Conſcience and my Kindred bids to right. 
Well, ſomewhat we muſt do: come Couſin, I'II 
Diſpoſe of you, Go muſter up your Men, 
And meet me preſently at Barkly Caſtle : 
I ſhould to Plaſhie roo, would time permit. 
© This Hurry ſaits but ill enfeebled Age; 
But grim Neceſſity holds forth her Hand, 
© And waves me on to the uograteful Taſk, 
SCENE v. 
m2 Buſhy, Green, 
Buſhy. The Wind ſits fair for News to Ireland, 
But none returos; for us to levy Power 
Proportionable to the Enemy ** 
Is all impoſhble. | 
Green, Well, I' for Refuge ſtrait to Briſtol Caſtle, | 
The Earl of Wiltſhire is already there. 
Buſby. Thither will I with you; for little Office 
| The 
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The bateful 2 will perform for us, 
Becauſe our Nearneſs to the King in Love 


As for the Duke of York we've but ſmall Gleams, 


Fills others with fell Hate at our good Hap: 


A Kind of Twilight Hope of his Succels. 


Green. Alas poor Duke, the Talk he undertakes 


Is numb' ring Sands and Atinking Oceans dry. 


Bagot is gone for Iteland ib the King, 
The Meſſenger of ' Tidings of dire Woe, 


Hut let us haſte, leaſt the Dela 52 fatal. 


SCENE 10 Glo'fterthire. 


Bolingbroke, 9 Res, Willongbby, Ke. 


Bolingb. How far is it my Lord to Barkley now? 
Northumb. 1 am @ Stranger here in Glo'ſterſhixe; VEN. 


Theſe high wild Hills, and rough uneven, Ways 


Draw out our Miles and make them wearyſome: 


Your Preſence I proteſt hath much beguil'd 
'The Tediouſneſs and Procels of my Travel, | 


* Thejoy-bred Thoughts that pour upon my. Soul 


At thy Return, Life-giving Boliagbroke, 


© Bear up the Weaknels of Man's toil-tir'd Nature, 
With more thao human Strength: So ſind the Lords 


Who ſearch their royal Leader, in full Hope 
Great as my own, that his protecting Hand, 


Will ſhake from off our Necks: the laviſh Yoke, 
Freſh nerve our drooping Country's broken Wing, 
Redeem from broken pawn the blemiſſi d Crowa, 


Wipe off the Duſt that hides our Sceptre's Gilt, 
And make high Majeity look like itſelf; 


Diſcharge the Miſts that hids it's awful Glare, 


* And drive the aightly Cloud of Error forth. 


Bolingh I thank you good my Lords; your Love unos 


A baniſh'd Traitor, all my Treaſury 
Is yet bat unfelt Thanks, which more eorich'd 
Shall be your Love and Labour's Recompeace. 


Re/s. Your Preſence makes us rich; moſt noble Lord. 
Wills, And far ſurmounts our Labour to attain it. 
Bolingb. Evermore thanks (ch! Exchequer of the Pogr) 


Which 'till my infant Fortune comes to Years 
Stands for my Bounty. By the {able Pomp 


WI.ich bore eld Gaunt to his eternal Home, 
My ſoul is much diſtreſs'd : Richard is Kiog, 
And I am but the Subject of his Will; 
Becomes it me my Lord Northumberland, 

In Armaments of War, and reſoly'd Heart 


* To fright fair Peace from ber accuſtom'd Seat, 


And 
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* 
* And ſhake my native Land with civil Arms? 


© I fear me I do ill; yet I am'wropg'd; 


Stript of my Title and fair Revenue; 
This I confeſs has ſtir d me but there is 
More Claims than this, to wake this dread Alarm; 
My Uncle Glo'ſter's too untimely Death; 
Which I much fear that a right royal Licence, 

* Gave leave to thoſe that with Death-doing Hands, 


Slac'd out his innocent Soul thro' Streams of Blood; 


Which Blood like ſacrificing Abel's cries 
Even from the tongueleſs Caverns of the Earth, 
To me for Juſtice and rough Chaſtiſement. 
Northumb. Could but the Proof of this vile 40 appear 

© Before the Eyes of a Time - ſerving People, 

It then might turn ſome Hearts which Men call loyal, 

To aid your Cauſe and give your Arms ſupport. 

Bollingh. * My Lord Northumberland there Dat are 
Too many Rivals in black Treachery, 

When the Reward is in the Breaſt of Kings, 
To lay the Act on a particular Man; 
Of this we are my Lord right well affor'd 

It was the Wiſh and foul Requeſt of Richard, 

Whoever did it much imports not us, 
© Than that it holds the Arm of keen Revenge, 
And turns the Axe from off the Murderer's Neck. 
As to the King tho” I eſteem him ſacred, 
Tis not the Tryal of a Woman's War, 


The bitter Clamour of two eager Tongues, 
Can arbitrate the Cauſe betwixt us Twain; 


= ® 


- The Blood is hot that muſt be cool'd for this. 


© Not that I mean, my Lord Northumberland, 

* To meaſure out my Power in ampler Bounds, 

© Than is agreeing to the Nation's Will. 

only think *twere beſt to root away 

The Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 

Who tainted Richard's Mind with ſuch foul Thaughts3) 

And would the King relent, and give me N | | 
My Titles and hereditary Rights, v4 i 
And puniſh the vile Actors of this Deed, 1 
I'd own my Raſhneſs, and with Duty pay 

The true Devotion of a Subject's Love. 


ie ihe Br hls: 


But ſee my Son, ſent from my Brother Worceſter: 
SCENE VII.“ 
To them Percy. 


Northumb, Harry, how fares your Uncle? 


Northumb, My gracious Lord, we doubt not t ought 0 of wat; | 
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| 
Percy. I thought my N to ive learnt his Health from you! | 
| 
| 


Northumb. Why, is he not with the Queen ? | 
Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forſook the Court, 

Broken his Staff of Office, and diſpers d 

The Houſhold of the King. 

Northumb. What was his Reaſon? | 
Percy. Becauſe your Lordſhip was proclaimed Traitor, 

Bat he my Lord, is gone to Raveoſpurge, | | | 

Ta offer Service to the Duke of Hereford. | | 
Northumb. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, Boy? 

Percy. No my good Lord, for that is ne 'er forgot 

Which ne'er I did remember; to my — 

I never in my Life did look on him. 11. 
| Northumb, Then learn to know him now; this ee 
Pere. My gracious Lord, I tender you my TP 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, , 

Which elder Days ſhall ripen and confirm, | 

To more approved Service and Deſert. | 

. Bolingb, I thank thee gentle Percy, and believe n me, | 

I count myſelf in nothing elſe ſo happy, 

As in a Soul rememb'riog my good Friends: | | 

| 


And as my Fortune ripens with thy Love, 
It ſhall be (till thy true Love's Recompence. | 
My Heart this Covenant makes, my Hand thus ſeals it. 

Percy. Now by my Life yon is the Duke approaching | 
To Barkly Caſtle; which I've learn'd is mann d | 
But with three hundred Men, and in it are | 
The Lords of Bradley and of Seymour; there the Duke, 

Intending to retire, muſt greet your Highneſs. 
Bolingh. I wou'd to Heav'o this Meeting may be Jacky. 


SCENE VIII. 


Bolingbroke, Northumberland, Percy, Roſs, Willoughby, &c, Duke 
of York, Attendants, &c. 
145 My noble Uncle! | [Kneels 1 
Tor. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy ons, b 
Whoſe Duty is deeeivable abd falſe. 
Bolingh. My gracious Uncle! 
York. I am no Traitor's Uncle, that Word Grace, 
In an ungracious Mouth is but prophane, 
Why have theſe baniſh'd and forbidden Legs, 
Dar'd once to touch a Duſt of England's. Ground ? 
But more then why have they dar'd to march 2 / 
So many Miles into her peaceful Boſom, 
Fright'ning ber pale-fac'd Villagers with War, 
And Oſtentation of deſpiſed Arms? 
Com'ſt thou becauſe th'anointed King is hence? 
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Why, fooliſh Boy, the King is left behind, 
And in my loyal Boſom lies his Power. 
Were I but now the Lord of ſuch hot Youth, 
As when brave Gaunt thy Father, and myſelf 
Reſcu'd the black Prince, that young Mars of Men, 
From forth the Ranks of many thouſand French; 
Oh ! then how quickly ſhould this Arm of mine, 
Now Priſoner to the Palſie, chaſtiſe thee, | 
And miniſter Correction to thy Fault! a | 
Bolingb. My gracious Uncle let me know my Fault, | 
On what Condition ſtands it, and wherein? 
Tork, Even in Condition of the worſt Degree; 
In groſs Rebellion, and deteſted Treaſon. | 
Thou Art a baniſh'd Man, and here art come, 
Before the Expiration of thy Time, 
In braving Arms againſt thy Sovereign. 
Bolingb. As I was baniſh'd, I was baniſh'd Hereford; 
But as I come, I come for Lancaſter : 
And noble Uncle, I beſeech your Grace, 
Look on my Wrongs with an indifferent Eye. 
You are my Father, for methinks in you 
I ſee old Gaunt alive, O then, my Father! 
Will you permit that I ſhall ſtand condemon'd | 
A wand'ring Vagabond? My Rights and Royalties - 
Pluck'd from my Arms perforce, and giv'n away | 
To upſtart Unthrifts ? Wherefore was I born? 
If that my Couſin King, be King of England, 
- It muſt be granted I am Duke of Lancaſter. 
You have a Son, Aumerle, my noble Kiaſman; 
Had you firſt dy'd, and he been thus trod down, 
He ſhou'd have found his Uncle Gaunt a Father, 
To rouſe his Wrongs, and chaſe them to the Bay. 
I am deny'd to ſue my Livery here... 
And yet my Letters Patent give me Leave: 
My Father's Goods are all diſtrained and ſold, 
And theſe and all, are all amiſs employ d. 
What would you have me do? I am a Subject, 
And challenge Law: Attorneys are denyd me, 
And therefore perſonally 1 lay my Claim, 
To mine Inheritance of free Deſcent. 
Northumb. The noble Duke hath been too much abus'd. 
Roſs. It ſtands your Grace upon to do him Right, | 
Wills, Baſe Men by his Endowments are made great. 
York. My Lords of England, let me tell you this; 
I have had Feeling of my Couſin's Wrongs, 
And labour'd all 1 cou'd to do him Right: 
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But in this Kind, to come in braving Feb 

Be his own Carver, and cut out his Way; 

To take Advantage of the abſent Time, | 
And fright our native Peace with ſelf - borne Arm; 

To find out Right with Wrongs, it may not be: 

And you that do abet him in this Kind, | tical 
Cheriſh Rebellion, and are Rebels all. | * 3 


Northumb. The noble Duke hath ſworn his Coming is | 


But for his own; and for the Right. of that, 
We all have ſtrongly ſworn to give him Aid; 
And let him ne'er ſee Joy that breaks that Oath. 
York, Well, well, I ſee the Iſſue of theſe Arms: 
I cannot mend it, I muſt needs confeſs, 
Becauſe my Power is weak, and all ill left : N 
But if I could, by him that gave me Life, t 
I would attack you all, and make you ſtoop, 
Unto the ſovereign Mercy of the King. 
But fince I cannot, be it known to you, 
I do remain as neuter : So farewell; 
Coleſs you pleaſe to enter in the Caſtle, 
And there repoſe you for this Night, 
Bollingh An Offer Uncle, that we will en | 
But we muſt win your Grace to go with us 
To Briſtol Caſtle, which they fay is held 
* By the King's private Foes, his Sycophants, 
Which I have ſworn to weed and pluck away. 
York, It may be I will go; but yet PII think, 
For 1 am loath to break our Country's Laws; 
Nor can I ever trample on Allegiance : 
But let us in: nor Friends nor Foes to me; 
* However, welcome; but theſe dread Alarms, 
The Rage of Battle, and the Weight of Arms, 
A People's Burden, and a Nation's Cares, 
Will ſuit but ill theſe Time · beſilver d Hairs, 


The End of the ſecond Act. 
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ACT the Third, SCENE. the Firſt. 


The Coaſt of Wales, before Barloughly Caſtle. Flouriſh of Drums 


and Trumpets. 


King Richard, Aumerle, Biſhop of Carliſle, and Soldiers. 


King Richard. 
B ARLOUGHLY Caſtle call you this? 


Aum. Yea my good Lord; how brooks your Grace the Air, 
K. Rich. 


After your Toſſing on the breaking Seas? 
D 2 
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R. Rich, Needs muſt I like it ll I weep for Joy, 
To ſtand upon my Kingdom once agaio's 
Dear Earth, I do ſalute thee with my Hand, 
Tho? Rebels wound thee with their Horſes Hoofs. 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 
Plays fondly with her Tears and ſmiles in Meeting; 
So weeping, ſmiling, greet I thee.my Earth, 
And do thee Favour with my royal Hands. 
Feed not thy Sovereign's Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy ſweets comfort his rav'nous Senſe ; 
But let thy Spiders that ſuck up thy Venom, 
And heavy-gaited Toads lye in their Way, 
Let the curl'd Serpent wreath his ſhining Fold 
© Apainſt my Foe and glide along thy Paths, 
_ © Leſt Uſurpation ſtalks and black Rebellion, 
« Dyes thy green Verdure with*thy Children's Blood, 
Mock not my ſenſeleſs Conjuration Lords; 
This Earth ſhall have a Feeling, and theſe Stones * 
Prove armed Soldiers, ere her native King 
= faulter under foul rebellious Arms. 
B. of Carl. Fear not my Lord, that Power that made you Kiog, 
Hath Power to keep you King, in Spite of all. 
The Means that Heaven yields muſt be embrac'd, 
And not neglected; elſe the ſtretch'd out Arm 
* Of high Omnipotence, that guards thy Hoſt, 
© Would be in Vain, ſhould you refuſe the Shelter. 
Aum. He means, my Lord; that we are too remiſs, 
Whilſt Bolingbroke, thro' our Security, 
Grows ſtrong and great: already does he lead 
* Admiring Thouſands, rhro' the Fields of England. 
The Winds are hoarſe with black Rebellion's Voice, 
* And murmur diſtant War : even now he comes, 
And each Steel-creſted Warrior, waves his Head 
In proud Contempt, and bids us bold Defiance ; 
And ſhould we ruſt in Reſt a little longer, 
The Trumpet's Clarion, and the hoarſe ton d Drums, 
Would wake us from Repoſe. 
X. Rich.  Diſcomfortable Couſin, know'ſt thou not, 
That when the ſearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World; 
Then Thieves and Robbers range abroad unſeen, 
In Murders, and in Outrage bloody here: 
But when from under this terreſtrial Ball 
He fires the proud Tops of the eaſtern Pines, 
And darts his Light thro' every guilty Hole; 
Thea Murders, Treaſons, aud driplted Sins, 


a a M a a 


The 


The Cloak of Night being pluck'd from off their Backs, 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelves ? 

so when this Thief, this Traitor Bolingbroke, 

Who all this while hath revel'd in the Night, 

Whilſt we were wandering with the Antipodes, 

Shall ſee us riſing in our Throne the Eaſt; 

His Treaſons ſhall Gt bluſhing in his Face, 

Not able to.endure the Face of Day; 

But ſelf-affrighted. tremble at his Sin, | 
Aum. * May ſuch Controll beyond inferior Men, 

© Still wait the injured Majeſty of Eogland. 
K. Rich. I tell thee Couſin. 

Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea 

Can waſh the Balm from an anointed King; 

The Breath of worldly Men cannot depoſe 

The Deputy elected by high Heaven. 

For every Man that Bolingbroke hath pre ſs'd 

To lift ſharp Steel againſt our golden Crown, 

Heaven for his Richard hath in Heavenly pay, 

A Guard of Angels never to be conquer d. 


SCENE II. 
To them Saliſbury. 
Welcome my Lord, how far lies off your Power? 
Salitb. Not near, nor farther off my gracious Lord, 
Than this weak Arm: Diſcomfort guides my Tongue, 
And bids me ſpeak of nothing but Deſpair : 
One Day (too late I fear my noble Lord) 
Hath clouded all thy happy Days on Earth. 
Oh! call back Yeſterday, bid Time return, 
And thou ſhalt have twelve Thouſand fighting Men. 
To-day 100 late, at leaſt I fear too late; 
For all the Welſhmen hearing thou wert dead, 
Are gone to Bolingbroke: They do report 
The Bay Trees in their Country all are wither'd 
And Meteors fright the fixed Stars of Heaven: 
The pale-fac'd Moon looks bloody on the Earth, 
And Jean-look'd Prophets whiſper fearful Change; 
We ſtrove to talk them from their ſtrange Belief, 
« But all io Vain came Council to their Ears, 

Hum. Comfort my Liege; why looks your Grace ſo fad ? 
K. Rich, But now the Blood of twenty Thouſand Men, 
Did triumph in my Face, and they are fled 

* All you that would be ſafe diſclaim your King, 
* And join high Heaven agaioſt me, which has ſtruck 
This Mow for high and Pride · beſeeming Thoughts. 
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Aum. My royal Lord, remember who you are. 
K. Rich. I had forgot myſelf: Am I not King? 

Awake thou Coward Majeſty, thou ſleep'ſt: 

Is not the King's Name forty thouſand Names ? 

Arm, arm my Name; a puny Subject ſtrikes 

At thy great Glory, Look not to the Ground, 

Ye Favourites of a King! Are'ye not high ? 

High be our Thoughts. I know my Uncle York | 

Hath Power to ſerve our Turn. But who comes here? 


| „ , & Wh» | "a 
King Richard, Aumerle, Biſhop of Carliſle, . Soldiers, ths. 
' —Scroop. 
Scroop. More Health and Happineſs betide my Liege, 
Than can my Care-tun'd Tongue deliver him. 
K. Rich. Speak on, and tremble not, I'll bear a Heart, 
© Hardy as the fierce Monſter of the Woods; 
© Vil brace each failing Artery with Steel, | 
© Strong as the princely Savage [ would copy; 
But King of Beaſts, and loyal Beaſts obey him, 
© Whilſt Man. 
But ſay thou Fear-enfeebled Meſſenger, 
© Is my Crown loſt ? —— Tis well; why be it ſo. 
Scroop. Glad am I that your Highneſs i is ſo arm'd, 
To bear the Tidings of Calamity. 
The Hoſt of Bolingbroke o'erſpreads thy Land; 
© Their ſteely Armour brighten with the Sun, 
© And form a moving Fire along thy Fields : 
| White Beards have arm'd their thin and hairleſs Scalps 
. Againſt thy Majeſty; Boys with Womens Voices 
- Strive to ſpeak big, and claſp their Female Joints, 
In ſtiff unweildy Arms againſt thy Crown: 
The very Beadſmen learn to bend their Bows 
Againſt thy State; and Ire-led Women leave 
© The Diſtaff, to become the Foes of Richard.” 
King Rich. Tis well: I faid I'd bear it like a King. 
Where is the Earl of Wiltſhire? Where is Bagot ? 
What is become of Buſhy? Where is Green? 
That they have let the dangerous Enemy, 
Meaſure our Confines with ſuch peaceful Steps? ? 
If we prevail, their Heads ſhall pay for it. 
I warrant they've made Peace with Bolingbroke, 
Scroop, Peace they have made with him indeed my Lord, 
King Rich, O Villains! Vipers! Damo'd without Redemption, 
Dogs, eaſily won to fawn on any Man; 
Snakes in my Heart's Blood warm'd, that ſting my Heart. 


Wou'd 
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Wou'd they make Peace? Terrible Hell make War 
Upon their ſpotted Souls for this Offence! 
Scroop, Sweet Love I ſee, changing his property, 
Turns to the ſow'relt and moſt deadly Hate. 
Again uncurſe their Souls: Their Peace is made 
With Heads, and not with Hands: Thoſe whom you curſe, 
Have felt the worſt of Death's deſtroying Hand, 
And lye full low, gray'd in the hollow Ground, 
Aum. Is Buſhy, Green, and the Earl of Wiltſhire dead? 
Scroop, Yea, all of them at Briſtol loſt their Heads, 
Aum. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power ? 
King Rich. No Matter where; of Comfort no Man ſpeak : 
Let's talk of Graves, ot Worms, and Epitaphs, 
Make Duſt our Paper, and with rainy Eyes, 
Write Sorrow in the Boſom of the Earth ! 
Let's chuſe Executors and talk of Wills; 
And yet not ſo — — for what can we bequeath, 
Save our depoſed Bodies to the Ground ? 
Our Lands, our Lives, and all are Bolingbroke” 5, 
Aod nothing can we call our own, but Death; 
And that ſmall Model of the barren Eartl, 
Which ſerves as Paſte and Cover to our Bones, 
Or wou'd you pleaſe me, fit upon the Ground, 
And tell ſad Stories of the Death of Kings: | 
How ſome have been depos d, ſome ſlain in War: 
Some haunted by the Ghoſts they diſpoſſeſſed: 
Some poiſon'd by their Wives, ſome ſleeping kill'd 
All murder'd for within the hollow Crown, 
That rounds the mortal Temples of a Kiog, 
Keeps Death his Court, and there the Antick fits 
Scoffing his State, and grinning at his Pomp; 
Allowing him a Breath, a linle Scene 
To monarchize, be feared, and kill with Looks 
Infuſing him with ſelf and vain conceit, 
As if this Fleſh which walls about our Life, 
Were Braſs impregnable: and humour'd thus 
Comes at the lat, and with a little Pin 
Bores thro” his Caſtle Walls, and farewell King! 
Aum. and Carl. My gracious King? 
K, Rich, Cover your Heads, and mock not Fleſh and Blood 
With ſolemn Rev'rence: Throw away Reſpect, 
Tradition, Form, and ceremonious Duty, 
For you have but miſtook me all this While: 
I live on Bread like you, feel Want like you, 


Taſte 
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Taſte Grief, need Friends like you: Subjected thus, 
How can you ſay to me, I am a King! ? 
Carl. My Lord, wife Men ne er wail their preſent Woes, 
Which Strength and Conduct may in Time diſperſe, 
If Man forſake you, Heaven may give you Aid. 
K. Rich. Thou chid'ſt me well : Proud 8 I come. 
Say, Scroop, where lies our · Uncle with his Pow'r ? 
Scroop., I play the Torturer, and ſpin out Woe: 
Your Uncle Tork is join'd with Bolingbroke, 
And all your Northern Caſtles yielded up, 
And all your Southern Gentlemen in Arms 
Upon this Faction. 


K. Rich. Thou haſt ſaid enough. 

Beſhrew thee, Couſin, which did'ſt lead me forth 

Of that ſweet Way I was in to Deſpair. 

What ſay you now? What Comfort have we now? 
Aum. * Yet but one Word, my ever royal Lord. 
K. Rich. By Heaven I'll hate him everlaſtingly 

That bids me be of Comfort any more. 

Go to Flint Caſtle, there I'll pine away: 

A King Woe's Slave, ſhall kingly Woe obey : 

© Diſcharge my Followers from Richard's Gloom, 

* From Pain that periſheth, to Joys that bloom. 


SCENE IV. 
A Garden belonging to the Duke of York's Palace. 
Queen, Emilia, and Ladies. 
Queen. What Sport ſhall we deviſe here in this Garden, 
To drive away the heavy Thought of Care? | . 
Emilia. If it wou'd pleaſe you, Madam, I wou'd ſiag. 
Queen. "Tis well that thou haſt Cauſe: ' 
© But thou ſhould'ſt pleaſe me better, would'ſt thou weep. 
Emilia, I could weep Madam, would it do you good. 
Dueen. And I could weep, would weeping do me good, 
* And never borrow any Tear of thee : 
But ſay Emilia do not flatter me; 
* But by the Love you bear me tell me true: 
What ſay our laſt Advices? what the People 
— Does my Lord? + Oh! anſwer me ſweet Girl, 
Forget Iama Queen, and ſpeak ſuch Truths, 
As Flattery ne'er taught, and Subjects hear. 
Emilia. Alas! my Queen, Diſcomfort guides my Tongue, 
And makes it tuneleſs and diſcogſolate. 
* The People murmur, and Report ſpeaks ſtrong, 
Each Morning Sun, that gilds the rebel Arms 
Of Bolingbroke, beholds his Friends increaſe ; 
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+ And thoſe, who wiſh your much lov'd Lord's Return, 
Speak with a Look, and anſwer with a Sigh; 
« And leave us to imagine, what import 
© Their Anſwer was, could Grief admit a T ; 
. DBucen, * Oh! wherefore was I flatter'd? why miſlead; 
To pleaſing Dreams, and. Joy-adminting Thoughts ? 
Why had I not a Friend like thee Emilia, 
To lay the heavy Burthen on at once, 
And numb me with the Weight. Oh ! my lov'd Lord! 
When will again thy Iſabella's Eyes, 
Greet thee with pleaſing Joy at thy Return? 
When, when indeed! it is too much to bear. 
Or ſhould, which Heaven avert, the Day arrive 
Which leaves me. wretched in a widow'd Bed, 
Doom'd to the high: Looks of proud Bolingbroke, 
And the mean laſults of each proſperous” Traitor; 
How could I bear it then? who would befriend 
The Widow and the Stranger, when che Pomp 
Of purple Majeſty was laid aſide; 
Ah! who indeed! would they not rather urge 
The wretched to Deſpair? and with-mock Pity 
Drive the de jected Soul to deſperate Rage? 
It muſt not be? oh! fave him; fave him Heaven ! 
SCENE V. 
Queen, Emilia, Dutcheſs of York, Ladies. 
D. of York. * But that I ſee thy Tear-deck'd Eyes are wet, 
I come to ſay, what Fortune waits the King. 
* Of that 4000 bow fares your Majeſty ? 
Queen, Well, excellent well; but oh my gentle Aunt. 
Do not you play a Loiterer to my Woe : | 
Is my Lord well? is Bolingbroke o'ercome'? 
And. ſhall we meet again 
D. of York, -— —— The Kiog is well. 
Qucen. I'Il firſt thank Heaven for that: But pray go on, 
0 1 ſooth, ſweet Aunt, you tell me all too flow. 
D. of York. But oh | my Queen, my Huſband good old York, 
I know not wherefore he has done this 'Raſhnefs, 
* But he has given up'the Place he held; 
And join'd with Bolingbroke, ——— x * 
* Fueen, ———— To our DeſtruRion ! | 
* Oh! where is plac'd the boaſted Faith of Man? 
Where is the Soul of Virtue? where the Breaſt 
That can beat down the riſing Surge of Greatneſs ? 


* Could York do this? then where bave we a Friend ? f | 
E | © Vile 


. 
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© Vile World, where Faffehood wears the Robes of Truth, 
* And hot Ambition glows the Flame of Honour. | 
D of York. Far be Ambition from the Breaſt of York, 

© Some ſecret Purporty which he writes me not, e 
© Hath urg' d him to this Act. Be comforted: 

Vet Richard lives; our lateſt News report, 

He is expected hourly to his England. 
Queen. His ungrateful England! 8 

Comes he to ſtaip its crimſon Coaſt with Blood? 

Does he lay bare his Breaſt to its Deſtruction, 

And woo the pointed Steel to its Embraces ? 

Why, wherefore does he come? Oh! let him fly, 

Where Safety points-him-out her peaceful Paths; 

Far from perfidious Man! There let me meet him, 

Where no Snakes hiſs around the golden Crown, 

55 faithleſs Flatterers lute him to Deſtruction. 

D. of York. Let be of Comfort; be aſſured, my Lord 

Is at his Heart the Friend of Richard till, 

. Pueen. The Wretched have no Friends; Men are ayow'd 
Their deadlieſt Foes, to hunt em thro” the World, 
And trace the Paths that lead to their Deſtruction. 
© That York's true Honour is not to be fold, 

* I wiſh he'd better prove: Oh! gentle Aunt, 

* You know but ill what Power and Greatneſs can do: 
© Whilſt it can give a Villain Lovelineſs, 

* Pluck the chaſte Bluſh from Virtue's modeſt Front, 

And fix it on a lewd-fac'd Harlot's Cheek; 

© Make the vile Coward mock the Hero's Arms, 
And Man forget the Friend he lov'd before. 

Forgive me if | rave, To loſe my Crown, 
© Is a ſmall Loſs; it is my Lord I mourn; 
© Nor can I thus diſtreſs'd, kiſs fawning Patience, 
© Nor greet Submiſhon as a Woman's Virtue. 

D. of York Our next Advice may be more favourable, 
My gracious Queen, Oh! think me not your Foe; 

As if the Rules of Hoſpitality - 

Were baniſh'd from me. —— All this Houſe, my Queen, 
Pay you the Homage of their Knees and Hearts, 

And every Tongue would hail you with a Welcome. 

* Honour us with your Preſence, gentle Couſin, 
© 'Till Time diſperſes the impending Storm 
That lowers now; this Thunder-ſpeaking Darkneſs 
May clear again, and Nature brighten forth, 

*Charm'd with the bright Beams of the gaudy Sun; 

And may your Richard be that Sun to England. 

Queen. I thank you, gentle Aunt, foraheſe good Wiſhes; 


* 


Nor 


Ho . 
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* Nor doubt I they beſpeak the Heart-felt Thought :- 
la ſooth I know them ſuch; But yet forgive me, 


© ] muſt to London——for a Woe-charg'd Mind, 


Will be-unſettled whereſoe'er it goes; 
And often conſtrue Kindneſs to Contempt. 
6 = will go with me, Madam ? 
D. of York. * Since you are reſolute, my Queen commands me. 
ee Alas ! my Heart's ſo heavy, I can ſcarce * 
£ Rejoice in any thing: But yet your Company | a 
* Will chear me much, Ah! why were we ordain'd, 
To ſtand the foremoſt Cedars of the Wood? 
For to endure the forked Lightaing's Blaſt; 
Which if we had been lower we had ſhun'd, 
* And fhrunk beneath the Stroke? Thrice happy you, 
* Ye leſs regarded Men! you need not envy 
The Monarch's Joy, for 'tis a broken Traoſport. 
© What is the mighty Happineſs you boaſt, 
* Ye Rulers of Mankind? Oh, ſacred Heaven! 
4 Save but the Life of my ill-fated Lord, 
* We aſk not for the reſt; but leave the Throne 
© A Curſe, for vile, ofurpiog Bolingbroke. 


SCENE VI. Before Flint Caſtle. 


Bolingbroke, York, Northumberland, Percy, Soldiers, with _—_ 
and Colours, &c. 

North. This is the Caſtle, here doth Richard reſt, 
And wait an Anſwer to his Embaſſy, 

York. It would beſeem the Lord Northumberland, 
To ſay King Richard. Ah, the heavy Day! 
When ſuch a ſacred King ſhou'd hide his Head ! 

Bolingh. Miſtake not, Uncle, farther than you ſhou'd. 

York, Take not good Couſin farther than you ſhou'd, 
Leſt you miſtake; the Heavens are o'er your Head, 

Bolingh. I know it Uncle, nor oppoſe myſelf 
Againſt their Will. But noble Lord. To N Northambedanl. 
Go to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caſtle, | 
Thro' brazen Trumpet ſend the Breath of Parle 
Into his ruin'd Ears ; and thus deliver : 
Henry of Bolingbroke, upan his Knees, 
Doth kiſs King Richard's Hand; and ſends Allegiance 
And Faith of Heart unto his royal Perſon : 


Even at his Feet I lay my Arms and Power, 


Provided that my Baniſhment repeald, 

And Lands reſtor'd again, be freely granted; 

If not, I'll uſe the Advantage of my Power, 

And lay the Summer's Duſt with Showers of Blood, 
Rain'd from the Wounds of flaughter'd Engliſhmen, 
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The which, how far off from the Mind of Bolingbroke 
It is, ſuch crimſon Tempeſt ſhould bedrench | 
The freſh green Lap of fair King Richard's Land, 
My ſtooping Duty tenderly ſhall ſhew : 
Go ſignify as much; “ while here we march 
. [* Northumberland goes to the Caſtle.) 
Upon the graſſy Carpet of this plain; 
: = march without the Noiſe of threat'niog Drums, 
at from this Caſtle's tatter'd Battlements, 
Our fair Appointments may be well perus d. 
Methioks King Richard and myſelf ſhould meet, 
With no leſs Terror than the Elements 
Of Fire and Water, when their thundering Smoke 
At meeting, tears the cloudy Cheeks of Heaven, h 
Let us obſerve Kiog Richard how he looks. [To York. } 


, SCENE VI. 


Parley without; Anſwer withio. 
Then enter on the Walls King Richard, Aumerle, Biſhop of Carlifle 
Saliſbury, Scroop, &c. 

Bolingh. But ſee, King Richard doth himſelf appear, 
As doth the bluſhiog diſcontented Sun, 
From out the fiery Portal of the Eaſt, | 
When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent 
To dim his Glory, and to ſtain the Tract, 
Of his bright Paſſage to the Occident. 

York, Yet looks he like a King: Behold his Eye, 
As bright as is the Eagle's, lightens forth 
Controlling Majeſty : Alack, for Woe ! | 
«© This claims by Right this Sorrow-eaſing Dew.” 

K. Rich. to North. We are amaz'd, and thus long have we food, 
To watch the fearful Bending of thy Knee, 
Becauſe we thought ourſelf thy lawful King; 

And if we be, how dare thy Joints forget 

To pay their awful Duty to our Preſence ? 
If we be not, ſhew us the Hand of Heaven, 
That hath diſmiſs'd us from our Stewardſhip. 
For well we know, no Hand of Blood and Bone, 
Can gripe the ſacred Handle of our Scepter, 
Unleſs he do prophane it by uſurping. 
And tho' you think we are bereft of Friends; 
Yet know, my Maſter, the great King of Heaven, 
Is muſt "ring in his Clouds on our Behalf = | 
Armies of Peſtilence, to aid my Cauſe: 
© And from the Gold-tip'd Battlements of Heaven, 
He'll order warring Angels to appear, 
And hurl down Thunder on rebellious Men, 


8 


Aun, 


# 
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Aum, * Beſeech my Lord the King, to be compoſed, 
King Rich. * Couſin I'll take your Council, 
Tell Boliogbroke (for yond' methinks he is) 
That every Stride he makes upon this Land 
Is dangerous Treaſon; he is come to ope 
The purple Teſtament of bleeding War. 
But ere the Crown he looks for live in Peace, 
« Firſt ſhall the Dew-freſh'd Flower of England Face, 
Change the Complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
To ſcarlet Indignation, and bedew 
The Paſtor's Graſs with faithful Engliſh Blood. 
North. The King of Heaven forbid, our Lord the King 
Shou'd ſo with civil and uncivil Arms 
Be ruſh'd upon: No, thy thrice noble Couſin, 
Harry of Bolingbroke, doth kiſs thy Hand; 
And by the honourable Tomb he ſwears, - 
That ftands upon your royal Grandſires Bones, 
And by the Royalties of both your Bloods, 
(Currents that ſpring from one moſt gracious Head) 
And by the bury'd Hand of warlike Gaunt, 
And by the Worth and Honour of himſelf, 
Compriſing all. that may be ſaid, and ſworn, 
His coming hither bath oo farther Scope, 
Than for his lineal Royalties, and to beg 
Infranchiſement immediate on his Knees: 
Which on thy royal Party granted once, N 
His glitt'ring Arms he will commend to Ruſt; 
His barbed Steeds to Stables ; and his Heart 
To faithful Service of your Majeſty. os 
X. Rich. Northumberland, ſay thus the King returns: 
His noble Couſin is right welcome hither, 
And all the Number of his fair Demands 
Shall be accompliſh d without Contradiction. 
With all the gracious Utterance thou haſt 
Speak to his gentle hearing kiod Commends. 


[ Northumberland goes to PI 


We do debaſe us, Couſin, do we not, 

To look ſo poorly, and to ſpeak fo fair? 

Shall we call Northumberland, and fend 

Defiance to the Traitor, and ſo die? 
Aum, No good my Lord, let's fight with als Words 

Till Time raiſe Friends that now believe you Dead: 

* And when again we ſhine in gleaming Steel, 

We can afford to give a better Anſwer, 

And ſend the proud Defiance to his Teeth, 


[To Aumerio. | 


K. Rich, Oh righteous Heaven ! that e et this Tongue ot mine, 


That 


= 
| 
| 
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That laid the Sentence of dread Baniſhment, 
On yon proud Man, ſhou'd take it off again, 
With Words of ſooth; oh! that I were as great 
As is my Grief, or leſſer than my Name! 
Or that I cou'd forget what I have been, 
Or not remember what I muſt be now ! 
Swell'ſt thou proud Heart | I'll give thee ſcope to beat. 
5 | [ Northumberland returns, 
An. Northumberland comes back from Bolingbroke. ; 
K. Rich. What muſt the King do now? muſt he ſubmit? 
The King ſhall do it: Muſt he be depos'd ? | 
The King ſhall be contented: What will he not do? 
I'd give my Jewels for a Set of Beads: 
My gorgeous Palace for a Hermitage; 
My gay Apparel for an Alms- man's Gown; 
My Scepter for a Palmer's walking Staff, 
And my large Kingdom for a little Grave, 
A little little Grave, an obſcure Grave. 
Aumerle, thou weep'ſt, my tender hearted Couſin; 
J could weep too, but that my Pride forbids it, 
Moſt mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 
What ſays King Bolingbroke? 
Nerthumb. My Lord, in the baſe Court he does attend, 
To ſpeak with you, may't pleaſe you to come down, 
K. Rich. Down down I come like gliſtening Phæton. 
Oh! could I fet the ſmoaking World on Fire, 
To kill my Foes and glow at my Diſgrace. 
Bolingb. What ſays his Majeſty? - 
Northumb. ———-- Sorrow of Heart 
Makes him ſpeak — like a frantic Man; 


But ſee he comes. | e 
III. 
Eater from the Caſtle, King Richard, Abmerle, Biſhop of Carlifle, 
Saliſbury, Scroop, &c. 


Belingh. ———Stand all apart and ſhew 
Fair Duty to his Majeſty. 
My gracious Lord: [Kneels,} 


K. Rich, Fair Couſin you debaſe your princely Knee, | 
To make the baſe Earth proud with kiſſing it. 
Me rather had, my Heart might feel your Love, 
Than my vex'd Eyes behold your Courteſie. 

Bolingh. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine own, 
With ſuch ſubmiſſion, and molt loyal Meekneſs, 
| As well might claim the Warrantry of Heaven. 
. Rich, Your own is yours, and I am yours and all, 
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Bolingh. So far be mine, my moſt redoubted Lord, 
As my true Service ſhall deſerve your” Love. | | 
XK. Rich, Well you deſerv'd: They well deſerve to _ 
That know the ſtrongeſt and ſureſt Way to get. 
Uncle, give me your Hand; nay dry your Eyes, 
Tears ſhew their Love, but anſwer not the End; 
Couſin I am too young to be your Father, 
Tho? you are old enough to be my Heir. 1 | * 
What you will have, I'll give; and willing too. . | 
© But whither ſhall we go? 
Bolingb. * If it would pleaſe you, 
London will beſt beſuit the preſent Times; 
And there we'll ſettle all, and give a freſſi 
Oath of true Service to your Majeſty. 
K. Rich. It is right well; good Coulin yl obey you; 
© Alas! I ſaid obey——— had indeed 
Forgot I was a King; but be it ſo; 
* I would I ne'er had claim'd a royal Birth, 
Nor wore upon my Head a golden Crown; 
Then had-I ne'er been flatter'd, nor obey'd, | 
Nor ever known the Flame-clad Zeal of Greatneſs; 
* And never been I had like to have ſaid undone! 
Had but ry Lot been humble as the Hind's 
That breaks the ſtubborn Glebe; or had I led 
* My Flock on the Sky-kiſhng Mountain's Brow, 
And only taught my humbler Brutes Submiſſion, 
They would not have rebell'd againſt their Maſter ! 
© I tire you with my Frenzy pray lead on, 


The End of the Third Act. 


A C T the Fourth, SC B N E the Firſt: 
A Council Chamber. 


Boliogbroke on a Chair of State, Aumerle, Northumberland, Percy, 
Biſhop of Carliſle, Saliſbury, Fitzwater, Abbot of Weltmiaſter, 
Herald; Officers, &c. | 


Bolingbroke. 
75 C O USIN you'll find the Charge that Bagot gave 
Of princely Gloſter's too untimely End, | 
Can be confirm'd ; there are amongſt my Friends 
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(Some of thoſe great ones too) that will report 
* What Honour and fair Truth can well affirm. 
Aum. Princes and noble Lords, and royal Couſin, | 
What Anſwer can I make to-this baſe Man? ee Toll 
Shall I ſo much diſhonour my fair Stars, | 
On equal Terms to give him Chaſtiſement ? 
Either I muſt or have mine Honour ſoil'd 
With the Attainder of his ſland'rous Lips, | 14 
Oh! give him to my Fury; to this Arm, ; | | 
© And this good Sword, that marks him out for Hell ; 
© And if as there may be in this Aﬀembly, 
* Thoſe who would blot my Honour and fair Fame, 
© Let them ſpeak out as honeſt men ſhould do, 
Who dare to make that Accuſation ſeen, 
Which fland'rous-Secrecy had clok'd before. | 
Percy. * Miſtake not vaunting Boy! but there are Men, 
© That dare to meet the Greatneſs of thy Wrath. | 
My Lord (to Fitzwater) 
. - Fitzw. By that fair Sun that ſhews me where thou band -f. 
I heard thee ſay, and vauntingly thou ſpak ſt it, 
That thou wert Cauſe of noble Gloſter's Death; 
© Nor is the good Succeſs of princely Bolingbroke, 
Right welcome to your Truth-diſguifing Heart. 5 
Au. Fitz water thou art damo'd to Hell for this. 
Percy. Aumerle tis falſe, his Honour is as true 
In this Appeal, as thou art all unjuſt; 
And that thou art ſo, there I throw my Gage 
To prove it on thee to th' extreameſt Point 
Of mortal Breathing; ſeize it if thou dar'ſt. 
 Aum, And if I do not may my Hand rot off, 
And never brandiſh more revengeful Steel 
Over the glitteriog Helmet of my Foe; 
Who ſets me elſe ? By Heaven I'll throw at all. 
I have a Thouſand Spirits in my Breaſt, 
To anſwer twenty Thouſand ſuch as you. 
Fitzw, 1 once did hear the baniſh'd Norfolk ſay, 
That thon Aumerle did'ſt ſend two of thy Men, 
To execute the noble Duke at Calais, | 
Am. Oh! were he but repeal'd I'd anſwer him, 
As I would thee, and mock his proud Defiance, 
* Why Sons of Fortune, Malice-guided Men, 
Why ſhould you envy me? I cannot boaſt 
To claim the nobler Steerage of the Helm, 
And therefore cannot hope right fair Advancement: 
A Follower of Richard's fallen State | - 2 
Was all my Boaſt; I thought it Loyalty. 


© Miſtaken 


* 
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Miſtaken Fool! and bleſt that righteous Power, 

That did inform my Love · inſtructed Breaſt, 

With Notions I thought honeſt; if Terr; 
May bounteous Heaven, and all good Men forgive me. | 
Bolingb. * My Lord Aumerle, your Zeal will ſoon tranſport you, 
Even to the Confirmation of your Charge. 
© That you are Richard's Friend, we well perceiyez 
And as the Son of York I wiſh you mine, 
« 
* 
* 


Nor am I yet myſelf the Foe of Richard: 
But be it as it may. For you my Lords, 
That have accus'd this hot young Man of Thoughts, 
* Pernicious to his Honour and our State, 
Curb for a while Fead-ſtirring Loyalty,” 
'Till Norfolk be repeal'd : Repeal'd he ſhall be, 
Tho' my ſworn Enemy; when he's return'd, 
* Aumerle we will enforce bis Trial. 
B. of Carl. That honourable Day ſhall ne'er be ſeen; 
Full many a Time hath baniſh'd Norfolk fought, 
Streaming the Enſign of the Chriſtian Croſs 
Againſt black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens ; 
Then toil'd with Works of War, retir'd bimſelf 
To Italy, and there at Venice, gave 
His Body to that pleaſant Country's Earth; 
* His Soul Heaven-wafted, kiſs'd the golden Cloud, 
That ſtoop'd to raiſe him to eternal Reſt,” | | 
Bolingh, Sweet Heaven receive his Soul. Lords Appellants, | 
Your Differences ſhall all reſt under Gage, 
'Till we aſſign to you your Days of Trial. 
| 4SCENE II. 


| To them the Dake of York. 

York, Great Duke of Lancaſter, I come to thee 

From Plume-pluck'd Richard, who with williog Soul 

Adopts thee Heir, and his high Sceptre yields 

To the Poſſeſſion of thy royal Hand. 

Aſcend his. Throne, deſcending now from him 

And long live Henry, of that Name the fourth, 
Bolingb. In God's Name I'll aſcend the regal Throne 
B. of Carl. Marry, Heaven forbid ! 

Worſt in this royal Preſence may I ſpeak, 

Yet beſt beſeeming me, to ſpeak the Truth: 

Wou'd Heaveo, that any in this noble Preſence, 

Were enough noble to be upright Judge 

Of royal Richatd ; then true Nobleneſs, would 

Learn him Forbeardace from ſo foul a Wrong, 

What Subject can give Sentence to a King ? 


And who ſits here that i is not Richard's Subject? | 
* Tbieves 


- 
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Thieves are not judged but they are by to hear, 

Altho' apparent Guilt be ſeen in them; 

And ſhall the Figure of Heaven's Majeſty, 

His Captain, Steward, Deputy elect, 
Be judg'd by ſubject ood inferior Breath, 

And he himſelf not preſent? Oh, forbid it, 

That io a Chriſtian Climate, Souls refin'd 

Shou'd ſhow. ſo heinous, black, obſcene a Deed : 

I ſpeak to Subjects, and a Subject ſpeaks, 
- Stirr'd up by Heaven thus . boldly for his King. 

© If he has err'd, our Errors ſometimes ſeen 

© In the clear Glaſs of keen Adverſity, 

Will change to deform'd Sorrows, and reclaim 

The Soul, from an Amazement of its Guilt. 

To ſpeak more plainly, if the gracious Richard 

© Is now dethron'd, and ſhamefully depos'd,” 

Peace ſhall go ſleep with Turks and Infidels, 

And in the Seat of Peace, tumultuous War 

© Shall ſtalk all dreadful, with gigantic Stride; 

And o'er the Flower-deck'd Carpet of this Land, 

* Shall Deſolation ſweep her baleful Train.” 

Northumb, Well bave you argu'd, Sir, and for your Pains, 

Of capital Treaſon we arreſt you here: 

My Lord of Weſtminſter, be it your Charge, 

To keep him ſafely till his Day of Trial. 

May it pleaſe you Lords, to grant the Commons Suit? 

Bolingb. Fetch hither Richard, that in common View 

He may ſurrender; ſo ſhall we proceed 

Without Suſpicion. —— 


—k, I will be his Conduct. 
8 EN E III. 

Bolingbroke, Aumerle, Saliſbury, Biſhop of Carliſle, Northumberland, 

Percy, Abbot of Weſtminſter, Fitzwater, &c. 
Bolingb. Lords, you that are here under our arreſt, 

Procure your Sureties for your Days of Anſwer : 

Little are we beholden to your Love, 

And Obligations came not from your Hands: 

© But be it as it haps; we want not Friends 

Jo aid our Cauſe; perhaps the Time may come, 

© When yours will not ſo ſtrongly be ſupported 


SCENE lv. 
Bolingbroke, Aumerle, Northumberland, Saliſbury, Fitzwater, Percy, 
Carliſle, &c. King Richard, conducted by the Duke of York, &c. 
K. Rich. Alack, why am I ſent for to a King, | 
Before I have ſhook off the regal Thoughts 
Wherewith I reiga'd? I hardly yet have learn'd 
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T' inſiauate, flatter, bow, and bend my Knee: 
Give Sorrow Jeave a-while to tutor me 
To this Submiſhon; yet I well remember 
The Favours of theſe Men: Were they not mine? 
Did they not ſometimes cry all hail to me? 
Damn'd, damn'd Diſſemblers but 1 will be calm. 
To do what Office am I ſent for hither ? | 
York, 'To do that Office of thine own good will, 
Which tired Majeſty did make thee offer : 
The Reſignation of thy State and Crown. 
King Rich. Give me the Crown; here Couſin ſeize the Crown; 
Here on this Side my Hand, on that Side thine : 
Now mark me how I will undo myſelf: 
I give this heavy Weight from off my Head, 
And this unweildy Sceptre from my Hand, 
The Pride of kingly Sway from out my Heart; 
With mine own Tears 1 waſh away my Balm, 
With mine own Hands I give away my Crown, 
With mine own Tongue deny my ſacred State, 
With mine own Breath releaſe all duteous Oaths; 
All Pomp and Majeſty I do forſwear: 
What more remains? 
Northumb, No more but that you read 
Theſe Accuſations, and theſe grievous Crimes 
Committed by your Perſon, and your Followers, 
Againſt the State and Profit of this Land; 
That by confeſling them, the Souls of Men 
May deem that you are worthily depos'd. 
K. Rich. Muſt I do ſo? And muſt I ravel out 
My weav'd-up Follies? Oh Northumberland! 
If thy Offences were upon Record, 
Wou'd it not ſhame thee in ſo fair a Troop, 


To read a Lecture of them? If thou wou'd'(t, | 


There ſhou'd'ſt thou find one heinous Article, 

Containing the depoſing of a King, 

And cracking the ſtrong Warrant of an Oath, 

Mark'd with a Blot damn'd in the Book of Heaven, 
Northumb, My Lord, diſpatch; read o'er theſe Articles, 
K. Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Tears: I cannot ſee 

And yet ſalt Water blinds them not ſo much, 

But they can ſee a Sort of Traitors here. 

Nay, if Iturn mine Eyes upon myſelf, 

I find myſelf a Traitor with the Reſt; 

For I have given here my Soul's Conſent, 

To undeck the pompous Body of a King; 

Made Glory baſe, a Sovereign a Slave; 


Proud Majeſty a PP State a Peaſant. 
F 2 Northumb, 
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Nerthunt. My Lord. 
— -— K. Rich. No Lord of thine, inſulting Man; 
Nor no Man's Lord: I have no Name, no Title; 
But 'tis uſurp'd: Alas the heavy Day, 
That I have worn ſo many Winters out, 
( Winters of Joy, and Youth bred Jollity”) 
And know not now what Name to call myſelf, 
Oh! that I were a mockery King of Snow, 
Standing before the Sun of Bolingbroke, 
To melt myſelf away in Water Drops, 
Ah, if my Word be Sterling yet in England, 
Let it command a Mirror hither ſtreight, 


Thubat it may ſhew me what a Face I have, 5 


Since it is Bankrupt of his Majeſty. 
Bolingb. Go ſome of you and fetch a Looking-glaſs. 
Northumb. Read o'er this Paper while the Glaſs doth come, 
K. Rich. Friend, thou torment'ſt me, ere I come to Hell. 
Bolingh. Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberland, 
Northumb, The Commons will not then be ſatisfied, 
K. Rich. They ſhall be fatisfy'd : I'll read enough, 

When I do ſee the very Book indeed, 

Where all my Sins are writ, and that's myſelf, 

Here an attendant enters with a Glaſs. 

Give me that Glaſs, and therein will 1 read. 

No deeper Wrinkles yet? Hath Sorrow (truck 

So many Blows upon this Face of mine 

And made no deeper Wounds ? Oh, flatt'ring Glaſs! 

Like to my Followers in Proſperity, 

Thou doſt beguile me. Was this Face, the Face 

That every Day under his Houſhold roof 

Did keep ten thouſand Men ? Was this the Face, 

That like the Sun did make Beholders wink? 

How ſoon my Sorrow hath deſtroy'd my Face! 
Bolingh. The Shadow of your Sorrow hath deſtroy'd 

The Shadow of your Face. 


K. Rich. ay that again, 
The Shadow of my Sorrow! ha, let's ſee, 
"Tis very true, my Grief lies all within, 
And theſe external Manners of Laments 
Are merely Shadows to the unſeen Grief, 
That Swells with Silence in the tortur'd Soul, 
There lies the Subſtance : And I thank thee King, 
For thy great Bounty, that not only gives 
Me Cauſe to wail, but teacheſt me the Way 
How to lament the Cauſe, I'll beg one Boon, 


And 
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And then begone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall 1 obtain it? 


Bolingb. Name it fair Couſin, 

K. Rich, Fair Couſin! 1 am greater than a King: 
For when 1 was a King my Flatterers 
Were then but Subjects; being now a Subject, 
I have a King here to my Flatterer: 
Being ſo great, I have no need to beg. 

Bolingb. Yet aſe, —— _- 

K. Rich, And ſhall I have. 


Bolingb. You ſhall. 


K. Rich. Then give me Leave to 50. 
Bolingh, Whither ? 
X. Rich,” Whither you will, ſo I were from your Sight. 1 
Bolingb. Convey him to the Tower, | 
Till we have fix'd his Place of Reſidence. _ | 
K. Rich. Thanks Mighty King — indeed I am not us d 
To the obſequious bending of the Knee ; 
Or I wou'd better thank you : Some are here, 
Who better have been taught the Trade of Courts, 
Or I had never been the Wretch I am! 
Couſin Aumerle — good-natur'd Youth, he weeps: 
York — mighty York weeps too: I'm ſomething yet; 
For I am maurn'd for in no common Streams. 
Couſin you need not Jook with jealous Eyes; 
You bave my Land, and may it thrive with you. 
Whate'er be your Deſerts — and in Return, 
A little Spot, I hope in a ſhort Time, 
Will ſerve for my Dominion this, good Couſin, 
I know you will with Willingneſs beſtow. 
Come, who conducts me? Ye afſembled Peers, 
Mock not the Sighs of Kings, for Heaven itſelf 
Is injur'd there; its Thunder-ſendiog Rage, 
Perhaps may ſhake thoſe puilty Battlements, 
Diſloyal Priſon to their native King. 


SCENE V. 
| Bolingbroke, York, Aumerle, Northumberland, Percy, Saliſbury, Fitz- 
Water, Carliſle, Abbot of Weſtminſter, &c. | 
Bolingb. On Wedneſday next we ſolemaly ſet down 
Our Coronation: Lords prepare yourſelves. | 
SCE NE. VL 
Aumerle, Saliſbury, Biſhop of Carliſle, and Abbot of Weſtminſter, 
A. of Weſim, A woeful Pageant have we here beheld. 
B. of Carl. The Woe's to come, and Children yet unborn 
Shall feel this Day. My Lord, has ſpeechleſs Sorrow | 
* Stopt the articulate Organs of your Voice? 
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That theſe fond Tears diſgrace the Soldier s Eye, f 
© And only move in ſilent Eloquence? pe” 
Aum, * Burt, burſt. my Heart 

B. of Carl. Out with it my Lord. 

Aum. * I wou'd do more than ſpeak. _ 

Salizh. And I wou'd urge a nobler Rhetorick. 

Azm. *© What wou'd you do? Wou'd you do more than 12 
Wou'd you ſluce every Nerve, till reekiong Blood 
Dy'd the fair Carpet of the fighting Field? 
Or wou'd you claſp the Honour - raiſed Sword, 

Till every honeſt Sinew was unſtrung. 

And every Vein did lack its ſanguine Tide. | 

By pouring forth the gen'rous Streams they own'd ? 

I wou'd do this, and more; die, bravely die ; 

For, what is it to live, whet we muſt loſe 

The firſt and nobleſt Charter of our Beings, 

Our Liberty: If Chains bind not our Bodies, 

Black Slavery will drag our inward Souls, 

And Hope will call us with the Voice of Freedom, 

To ſtrange Attempts———And warm, oh! greatly warm 

The Virtue-bolden'd Heart, the Patriot Breaſt, 

To thoughts that claim our Obſervation well; 

The Voice of Heaven, and the Call of Man; 

= injur'd Monarch, and a bleeding Country. 

B. of Carl. * Now by the Reverence of theſe baly K Robes, 
. Thy Heart's good Zeal, thou brave young Man, tranſports me; 
Speak boldly out; we are the Friends of Richard. 
Salisb. In right good Truth, by every holy Tie, 
By yon Sky-curtain'd Heaven my Soul reyeres, 
© And by thy gallant Spirit, here I ſwear, 
a 5 fight or die in royal Richard's Cauſe, | 
A. of Weſim. * Nor doubt you me: The Heaven-wafted Prayer, 

6 The Grace rob'd Zeal, the Fervour of Devotion, 
And the uplifted Hands, are rais'd for Richard; 
* And 'tis the ſacred Duty of my Function, 
0 
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To wiſh, where Loyalty and Duty kiſs, 

And pray for thoſe high Heaven ordain'd our Rulers, 

Aum. In ſooth, my Lords, this honeſt Zeal tranſports me! 
And makes me turn the Channels of my Tears, 
From clamorous Grief, to ſoul-commanding Joy; 
© Oh reverenc'd Carliſle! Oh ſacred Weſtminſter ! 
© Doubt not this comes from heaven-direted Hearts, 
And will in Time do Honour to your Function. 
For you my Lord, who boldly can refuſe [To Salirbury, 
© Corruption's offer'd Hand ; the Bribe of Power : 
If ought ſucceeds, high Heaven will join Applauſc, 
= 


With the firm Offers of a grateful People. 
| ; | | Saliasb. 


* 
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Salub. * The Merits of our Cauſe is dur Reward. 
Carl. It is the Sword of Juſtice you wou'd raiſe, | 
And the fair Shield of Virtue will protect you; 

The Wiſh of all good Men, and Aid of Heaven. 
Aum. Who is this Bolingbroke, that boldly ſtrides, 
With Stalk gigantic .o'er, a fearful Land, 

And rudely tears the Crown from weeping Juſtice ? 
Say, Richard dead; is be our England's Heir ? 

Lives not the Earl 2g March, .——— 

Nearer io Blood and nature-claiming Ties? 

Ah! why old Vork; my lately reverenc'd Father 
Ah ! why art thou milled Why won too ſoon 
To reverence Rebellion's Harlot- brow, 


And hug the Traitor that ſupports her Pride, 


And leads her forth all gorgeous in her Crimes, 
* to bluſh io weeping Fields of Blood? 
A. of Weſim, * Trae, true; excellent true ! but yet thy Father 
Perhaps at laſt may win thee to his Party, 
What then becomes of us, ſhou'd we diſcover 
Our inward Thoughts? Thy Honour then will call 
For the Diſcovery of our Intentions, 
Againſt the State of an acknowledg'd Maſter, 
Aum. Away! oh, urge me not to miſbecoming gs! 
To doubt my Truth, is to diſpute my Honour, | 
7 claims, oh Prieſt, as fair a View as thine. 
B. of Carl. * Forgive him, gentle Youth; he means you vel 
And bears you from his Heart right true Eſteem : : 
With holy Zeal he loves you; at your Years 
Firm Virtue ſeldom, ah ! too ſeldom fits 
In an unſhaken Throne: - Pleaſures and Honour, 
The Pomp of Greatneſs, and the Smile of Kings, 
Ambition's Glow, and Soul-exalting Pride, 
Will often ſhake fair Virtue's trembling Seat, | 
And make her Nod, dependant on Man's Weakneſs ; 
That thou art not this fickle Thing 1 mention, 
Thy Actions, and thy Spirit well confirm: 
Go on, go on, thou fame-aſpiring Youth, 
Mount on fair Honour's laurel- crowned Hill, 
oY ſnatch the blooming Palm that Virtue claims. 
A. of W:ftm. * My Lord Carliſle, has ſpoke my Heart' $ true meaning, 
For by the bright Beams of yon burniſh'd Sun 
By Honour and fair Truth, I much eſteem you : 
And wou'd you liſten with attentive Ear, 
Perhaps To- night, I cou'd a Tale uofold, 
That my demand on Soul's right juſt Regard, . 
Aum, * Speak on, Oh, ever reverenc'd Weſtmioſter ! 
| * Impart 


49 KING RICHARD I. 


Impart this Secret of thy ſwelling Soul, 
And if it ought imports the Good of Richard, 
I'll claſp thee to my Boſom like a Bride, 
And love thee with a more than Mother's Fondneſs, 
Who folds her ſmiliog Darling in her Arms; 
If this is all too little, I'll adore thee, 
* kneeling worſhip, thy Age - ſilver'd Hairs. 
B. of Carl. * Succeeding Ages, and Fame's loud ton'd Trump, | 
Shall ſpeak thy Wiſdom, holy Weſtminſter : 


Millions ſhall pay their humble Bendiogs to 3 


Thou great Deliverer of a ruin'd Land. 


Salich. * But half the Luſtre of the Warrior' 's Praiſe | 


* The Warrior ſhall boaſt; the better Part 
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* place the fair Succeſs to thy Deſervings. 


A. of Weſim. * My Lords, my Lords, you honour me too much, 
In right good Sooth I aſk not outward Praiſe; | 
The Act of Virtue is its own Reward. - - 

But come, this Place beſeems not well our subject: 

You are my Priſoners, Lords; go Home with me: 

I deem my Lords, your Ears and Hearts are open, 

And wait relieving moſt impatiently. 

Hum. Lead on, lead on, Oh, Richard! if true Hearts, 
Firm in Regard and zealous Loyalty 

Can ſerve thy Cauſe, may Heaven with joint Alliance, 

Smile forth Succeſs; and with an out-ſtretch'd Arm, 

Direct War-frighted Triumph where to fix, 

I know the Dukes of Exeter and Surry, 

The Lord of Glo'ſter, and Sir Thomas Blunt 


Will join with us: Each true born Engliſhman- 


I hope, will feel the Virtue warmed Glow, 

Returning Duty gives: We'll firſt ad ſecret, 

'Till riſing Numbers ſwell our loyal Troops. 

The King ſhall find in Storm-rock'd Times like theſe, 
»Tis not the hoarded Wealth or ſhining Gold | 
Torn from the tortur'd Bowels of the Earth; 

Or Diamonds beaming in a ſecret Cell; 


A. Jewel in a ten Times barr'd up- Cheſt, 
Is a bold Spirit in a loyal Breaſt, 


ACT 
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ACT the Fifth, SCENE the Pick. 
Beloit thi Tower: 


Qyrtx, 

0 12 my Attendants wait. This is the Frout 
of Julius Ceſar's ill erected Tower, 

To whoſe flint Boſom my condembetd Lord. 

Is doom'd a Priſoner by prbud Bolingbroke: 

Here let us wait, nor vainly allt Admittunce: 

© Till now, where'et'f ent the Doors flew open, 

And every Face with Stift- fob d Joy rettiv'd'me: 

Alas, how fallen now! nd dre & Ny, 

* No more the State of Ten Majeſt 

* Extracts ſtrange Fear, and foolith N vo 

« Prom Wealth-careſſing, Folly-gaided' Men: 

They view us now as Heaveh-dependent Rod. 


Aud mock the idle Worſhip paid before. 1 


Emilia. Lo, white the King apprbürbes: Royal Madam, 
Now call your Spirits, and apptar the Qured. 

Sucen. Soft, ſoft, and lodk, of rather do nbt fee, 
My fair Roſe wither; yet look up, betivld, 
That you in Pity may diſſolve 16 Dew, 
Abd waſh him freſh zuin with erde Logs Tears. 

| SCENE II. 
Queen, —_ Ladies. — King, Officers and Guards, 

K. Rich. * What Heaven-eredled F Fantom greets my Sight? 
* And chears my Eyes io Iſabella's Form! 
© Or am I not deceiv'd? Do not my Tears 
* Obſcure the Light · ſtruck Pallage of my Sight ; 
* And is it ſhe herſelf forgets het State, 
And in the Height of Love · inſtructed Goodneſs, 2 
* Mixes with the baſe Croud that gathers round me, 
Jo take her laſt Leave of a fallen Kiog? 

Queen. And muſt it be our laſt long Leave my Lord? 
* Are there no Hopes in Heaven, or Earth, to aid us 
* My Lord, my much lov'd Lord, [ume yourſelf, 
And let not envious Men perceive you fallen; 
That which in mean Men we entitle Patience, 
Is tame, cold Cowardice in royal Breaſts : 
Englaod may make her ſleeping Lion roar, 
* And France may anſwer to the noble Call, 


Vengeance may ſmile and rear her awful Head, | 
| 6 And 


ſpeiking as Giteting. 6 , 
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And every Engliſh Heart that beats for Virwe, 

And glows in Loyalty, will aid thy Cauſe. 

X Rich sSay'ſt thou, my Love? Ah! let not flatt' ds og Thoughts, 
Nor the curſt Voice of faithleſs Men miſlead thee : 

© 'Twas Flattery ha: undone me: I was taught 

© To think myſelf above the Power of Mao, 

© And fool'd my Midd with Pride exciting Thoughts : 

£ I've done with them: Il am ſworn Brother, Sweet, 


To grim Neceſſiiy; and he and I | " rn Ww 


Will keep a League till Death; for I now find, * wi 

That Heaven's anointed Deputy may fall; | 

© The ſavage Arm of Murder can deſtroy him; 

The Scene of outward. Pain can wriog his Soul, 

And Man, mere Man, can tear the golden Crown 

From off his Head, and caſt him from the Seat 

Of injur'd Majeſty: Falſe cozening Hope! 

I'll none of thee, fince/theſe Things can be done. 

Queen How, is my Richard both in Shape and Mind | 
Transform'd and weak? Hath Bolingbroke ou 'd | 

Thine latelledd? Hath he been in thy Heart? 

The Lion dying thruſteth forth his Paw, 11 

Asad wounds the Earth, if nothing elſe, with Rage 

To be o'erpower'd; and wilt thou, Pupil like, 

Take the CorreQion mildly, kiſs the Rod, 

And fawn on Rage with baſe Humility? ? 

K. Rich l have too long, my gentle Iſabella, 

Embrac'd the Thoughts of Pride-ſtruck Arrogance; 

High as my State my Mind : To Man | truſted, 

And faithleſs Man betray'd me! do not weep; 

But io the bitterneſs of Heart I ſwear! © 

By the Soul wringiog Anguiſh I endure! R 

Ill truſt ro Man no more; my Hopes are Heaven; 

And if that fails to fight my Wrongs on Ear th, 

A little Time will level all the Pomp 

Of purple Majeſty, with lowly Duſt, 

While the freed Soul diſdains the Bonds ſhe wore; 

And then a Crowd more glorious far than this, 

Will circle round the Brow of Woe-kill'd Richard. 

Qucen. But what my Lord, ah! what muſt 1 endure! 

Say, mult 1 ſooth and flatter this bad Man? 
And humbly ſue for Paſſage i into France? | 10 

Where Joy diſdains to wait on my Arrival, 

And weeping Grief in ſable Pomp receives me? 

My Father and my Country, pity me, 

And ſure to merit Pity, is to know 


its" ks s 7 


My 


Come to my Arms, and let me fold thee here, 
* And ſoften thee to Reſt 
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My Tongue deteſts the Knowledge of my Heart, | 

And will not give it paloful Utterance, 80 

X. Rich. Heart-moving ſoftneſs — thou Aiehelt me! 
Queen,” * Tho' France wou'd meet me with kind Looks, and wy; 
To ſooth my Grief, for my loſt Lord and Kingdom ; | 88 
But *twill noc be; ſome Heaven devoted Cell, , 

Perhaps may ſhroud thy ever faithful "Queen '* » 

From the World's Eye —and there alone ru r 

On Heaven, and thee, dear Image of my Thoughts, Wat! 
Till Death, ſtern Conqueror! "grows An _ 
Heals every Pain, and ſealy eternal Reſt. | 2 
K. Rich. * Thou Heaven-ſent Mitatle of human virwe,” 


: 1 . "7 +4 


Queen. It will not be! 
The paiaful Thought that we muſt part, will kill © l 
The Pleaſure I bave known in theſe loy'd Arms. 3 
And ſteal each Tranſport from the fofc Embrace — n 
Theſe cruel, cruel Men, have ſworn to part us. [Looking wildy, 
X. Rich. * Am I not wreiched now, ye righteous Heavens! 
Have not the Meaſure of my Woes their full? / Rs 
Will not the rough Storms break my ſwelling Heart?" Fas 
Or the proud Waves that beat around my Head, 
And preſs me with each riſiog Billow dow, 
Siok me at laſt unto the peaceful Bottom, 
Where I may reach the golden Sands of Reſt? ht 
Qucen. Let ſpeak of Comfort, ben Heart. "chearing Hope uh 
Thou Partner of my Soul.-- lth Tos | 4 
K. Ricb. FRET C2 C99, 200 TRE 
Where all Things are forgotten there is Reſt. ; 
Where Pomp and Riches are no Bleſſings deem d, 
Where Slaves and Monarchs own Equality: 
The purpled Ruler, and the baſe-born Hind | 
Sleep kindly on, nor ehvied, nor deſpiſed ; 
With equal Hopes at the laſt Call they riſe, 
And one eteragl Judge determines all. wr 

SCENE III. 


King Richard, Queen, Emilia, Ladies, &c. Norihumberlaod. f 
Nortbumb. My Lord I come from royal Bolingbroke,  __ .. 
To charge the Weakneſs of this long Delay. | r 
K. Rich. Northumberland, thou Ladder where-withal r 
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1 » 


; . 


The mounting Bolingbroke aſcends my Throne, oy 


The Time ſhall not be many Hours of Age 
More than it is, ere foul Sin gathering Head, 
Shall break into Corruption; thou ſhalt think, 
* he divide the Realm and give thee Half 
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It too little; h all: 
e ſhall think at tes whe know ift the Way 


To plant N Kings, wilt _ Ly 
little _ bode | 
\ To Ok bim Deng? the y 4 Th Throne; 


The Love of wicked —— to Fear; 
That Fear to Hate; Ki Hate turns one or 


To worthy Danger, and deſerved Death. 
Nortbumb. My Guilt he NY] Hands my OT) 1 
Take Leave and part r ſuch my Orders are. 
As for the Queen L e ſpeedily to 8 
Queen. Part ſaid you, part; it m a, pet be! 
Baniſh us both, 4 ſend the Kiog v 41 mg: 
France, royal France, will pity and teceive us:; 
© If in the preſent Rage of his Diſtem 


He knows his hapleſs Child; he'l nne 
The late familiar Face of of n 


Northumb. That Madam were but little P 
K. Rich, Doubly, divgre'd,? bag: Mey 5e Pes us 
A two-fold Marriage, vit mz Crown and me; We 
And then berwixt me and, my married Wiſs I PIE 
© Say Love, will ebene ran es in thee? 
Will not the Hand 2 gt thee. forth 
To the Tana 1 _ Richard ? . 
Qucen. Oh l never, never, by, yon N . 
(That beams da bright for a black ff on. h 
„ no ſecond Lord, to baniſh, hence 
8 The N 277285 2 Oh! cruel Meg! 
© They look with Eyes of Malice, on qur Stays „„ 
© Andenvy even oy ins of parting, 
K Rich. Let me unkils the Oath, that a 
Queen, * Again il HOY for the, rh 
© Whea Richard is no >. cmd | 
K. Rich, Part us Bonne 
© Oh! tear her from my Arms; not from my bo 
© That ſhe by Force will bear away. with her. 
© Oh! let me ſay Farewell; iff it does, ki L me, 
II thank ſweet Heaven, and bus the Deed were good. 
C My Love, my I{abell: has black Grief © 
. © Choak'd up Weide < Organs of thy Voice? 
* Can'ſt thau not bid thy partit Lord! revell? 
Why 1 mult ſay ĩt lr u then — 
For I but ſtay on bad Men's Courteſle, FEY 


Fro. ' 


* Ah! ſee ſhe ſwoon ——help to t her, | vf . 


Northumb. * Now is tbe better Time to part my Lotd, 
K. Rich, * Cruel Northamberland, 1 will 6 obey ther 
| Oh! comfort her, reſtore her, aye her Life, 


— _ 


" .. * woCommand the Guar 
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What e'er becomes of an unhappy Kiog. c 
« 12 ſweet Love, farewell obe parüng ee 


'Tis over now —— Crown, Empire; Life, a 
c 1 give up all — — came ſable Woe, aſſume 


« Thy Right in Richard's Breaſt, "thy Thorn hi . 4 
„Adieu to all! i 

« Ye Pitiers, or ye followers o m Wee . 

My Tongue pronoynces it's, eternal Leave, 
And my Heart ſwells to bid it's laſt Farewell. » 
Sorrow has Choak'd my Voice I can 99 more | Don 


8 C . $2.) ü esd 
. Queen, Northumberland, Ribs, Ladies. 9.017 
Emilia. Lo, where the Roſe. ting'd. Buſhes glow again. 
* And ſpeak returning Liſe: Where muſtt we take ber? 
Northumb. Ive Orders to conduct het tod Palace, e.. 
Till we have ſettled with the King her r e eg 
For her Return to France. — * 
Juen. What ſays my Londe 
Oh! ſpeak, ſpeak, ſpeak and chear me | \* Arc! 
© Not all the Power of Bolipgbroks mall part 2 40h 
* Ah! is he gone! oh, cruel, crueh Men! 7 d Abi oi 
Why did you force him from me h. den niir 
His laſt adieu? was that tos much ta grant? 9 1 
The Time may come, thou too ungoaile Lord, va | pic 
When you may want that Ply, yon deny d us; ui of 
Northumb. I thought twere belt to. part inſeaſibly,, 
And therefore did adviſe the Kiog to. leave . 
But Madam, I have Orders from Lord, Balingbroke,. 
© To lead you to the palace, till ue Rear 
From France, or pitch upan your-Refidenoe. ad ag 
Qucen. I care no here Abet — 
80 Bolingbroke will never blaſt my Eyes: T8 
With his all hateful Preſence -h Eg Heart, 
Support thyſelf in this ſtrong Hour of Sarcow, 
My Eyes have drain'd their bxiny;Sluicendeys © - en T 
© I cannot weep;: but greateſt is the Mot 
That mocks the Aidjof/ outward * 
* And bears the 


55 of OE 1 | 
SCE V. The Palace. 
Duke and Ducheſs of: Torka 


D. of York. My Lord you told — res 
Of that ſad Tale you told at my; Artival,. | 5 


When weeping made you break in dhe Stoty | Pal bn 
Of our two. Couſinschmiag into, Londos. 7 E 
York, Where did 1 leave — 4 * 2 wolf! 26: 


— 
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D. of York. —— — At that fad Stop my Lord, 
Where rude miſ govern'd Hands from Window Tops, 3 
Threw Duſt and Rubbiſ on King Richard's Heat. ©] 

York, Thea as I ſaid the Duke Feat e 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed, enn 
Which his aſpiring Rider ſeem'd to know, | | 
With flow, but ſtately Pace kept on his Courfe;  *" 
While all Tongues cry'd, God fave thee Bolingbroke. 6 
You would have thought the very Windows ſpake, 
So many greedy Looks of old and young, ; 
Thro Caſements darted their deſiring Eyes _ 54 e 
Upon his Viſage; and chat all the Walls els x1 
With painted Imag'ry had faid at once, | 92LD 
Jeſu preſerve thee,” welcome Bolingbroke,” Fane Shady eee 
Whilſt he from one Side to the other torning, 100 OT 0 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud Steed's . wn 
Beſpoke em thus; 1 thank you Country- men; ehm 57677 op Il 
Aad thus ſtill doiog, thus he paſs' d along. CS 

D. of York, Alas poor Richard! where rides he whe while 2 


York. As in a Theatre the Eyes of Men, wt ee e N 
After ſome well · grac d Actor ſeaves the Stage ws : 
Are idly bent on him that follows neut, 1 iD 206g e ee 
-Thiokiog his Prattle to be tedĩious: 074 min $27 SITES Tix. 
Even ſo, or with much more Contempt, Men's Eyes | © 


Did ſcoul on Richard, no Man ery'd; God ſase n: | 
No joyful Tongue gave him his Welcome . a Far 
But Duſt was thrown: upon his ſacred Head, | e 
Which with ſuch gentle Sorrow he ſhook r Do iy her 
His Face, (till combating with Tears and Wi > 11 W 
The woeful Badges of his Grief and 3 nen. 
That had not Heaven for ſome Purpoſe ſteel'd „ ee 
The Hearts of Men, they muſt perforce have melted, moons 
And Barbariſm itſelF had pitied ind 4 40 f 
But Heaven hath a Hand in theſe Events 
To whoſe high Will we bound our calm Regards, m. Hb 10quue- 
To Bolingbroke we are ſworn Subjects now, © 
D. of York. Here comes my Son Aumerſe, —— = | 
e ee, 
Duke and Dutcheſs of York, Aumerle, N 
York, Aumerle that was, 
But Madam you muſt call him Rutland now; 
For that is loſt in being Richard's Friend. 
I am in Parliament his Pledge of Truth, 
And laſting Fealty i in the new made King. 'S4 Ws 
D. of York. Welcome my Son, who are the Violets now, 
| poke gum Lap of the new-come Spring? 
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Aum. 


Aum. Madam I know not, nor I greatly carez  ' +», © 
Heaven knows [ had as lief be none as one, > IEP 
« 'Tis belt in Youth to ween our Mipds from . Nr 
And learn to ſcorn that Greatneſs when unearu d, \ +a 145 BIO 


Buy gallant Actions, the Reward of Virtue. n . 
York, Well, bear you well i in this new ge of Time. 4 

© Leaſt you be cropt before thoſe Actions ſhoot, | | 

And the young Buds vofold their ſecret Bloom. 

What News from Oxford, hold theſe Juſts and Triumphst 
Aum. For ought I know they do (lf > 
York. You will be there ? | n 
Aum, If Heaven prevents rye not, I purpoſe 0 Fr x $74 
York. What Seal is that that bangs without thy Boſom? _- 11 

Ha ! look'ſt thou pale? let me ſee the Writing. | 
Aum, My Lord 'tis Nothing. | G | 
York, No Matter then who-ſees it. ; 7 

I will be ſatisfied, let me ſee the Writing. Py DIE 
Aum. I do beſeech your Grace to pardon me, En gs 

It is a Matter of ſmall Conſequence, | 

Which for ſome Reaſons I would not have ſeen;: T7 
York. Which for-ſome Reaſons, Sir, I mean to ſee; ROS 

I fear, I fear! n 


D. of Tork. What ſhouldſt thou fear my Lord? 

Aum. * I da beſeech you pardon me my Lord, | 689 
* And let mine Honour reſt on your Belie; 14 
© It is no Stain to blot the fair Regard x 1 1 
* My Name has bore; beſeech you pardon me, 1 | 


© For what gives you Offence, in ſooth my Lord, 
Adds Weight to every Pain that ſettles here, 
I'll ſee you Sir at Oxford, you will there 
Perceive the fair Content the Bond contains, 
I hope no Blemiſh on the Name of York ; 
By Heaven I would ſupport its right good Fame, i ak 
And fign the Bond of Honour with my Blood | * 
Teri. Now by that Heaven you ſwear by, I will ſee it; 
* 1 will chou raſh young Man, be ſatisfied. . [ Snatcher it and read] 
hh foul Treaſon ! Villain ! Traitor ! Slaye! 
D. of York. My gentle Lord, you fright me into Terror, 

York, Heaven for his Mercy! what Treachery is here? 25 
By my fair Fame, my Honour and my Life. 
I will appeach the Villain ame ; 

D. of York —— Patience good my Lord. 

* My gentle Son, what dire Occaſion calls 
This home-bred Feud? | 

Am. * Madam you'll know too ſoon, | 
It is no more than my poor Life muſt anſwer, 36 
D. of Tork, 


% 
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D. of Tori. Thy Life aufwer 
Teri. I'l] to the King. , 
D. of York. Why York what wilt bod d 
| Wilt thou not hide the Freſspaſs of thine O¹éun? 
Have we more Sons? or are we like to have? 
And wilt thou fuck my fair Son from mine Age. 
And rob me of a bappy Mother's Name? 
Is he not like thee ? Is he not thine own? oy I 
York, Walt thou conceal this dark Conſpiracy ? 50 
A Dozen of em here have ta*tn the Sacrament ; 
And interchangeably have ſet their Hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. Am I not * 
His Surety ? His Pledge of loyal Truth? 3 1 
© Is not his Crime, my Crime? May not my "Head, | OE | 
«© Spite of the Reverence of theſe Silver Hairs, 
© Be cut off by the ſharpen'd Axe of Juſtice ? 
* Away! no more; by Heaven, undateous Boy! 
* Thy Life ſhall anſwer it: But let that reſt | 
On the King's Mercy. | 
D. of Tork. © Oh! if thou hadꝰſt Wein 7 
As I have done, thou'dſt-be more pitiful + 
But now I know thy Mind; thou doſt ſuſpect 
That I have been difloyal to thy Bed: 
Good York, ſweet Huſband, be not of that Mind : 
© By Heaven, he owns thy gracious Semblance Tork, 
© Unlike to me, or mine; and yet I love him. 
Aum, * Beſeech you Madam, ceaſe to pity me; 
Nor envy me the Praiſe of this good Act. 
| Far be it from my ever dateous Heart 
| To act ſuch Deeds as touch my Father's Life: 
* Richard eſteems you yet; and had forgot 
| © (Forgive me) your too partial Zeal for Pltagbroke's 2 
5 And had we fail'd not Bolingbroke had laid 


© My Errors on the boary Head of Vork. 
© My Life had folly fatisfied his Fury, 
©: And may it now. But oh ! my gracious Lord, 
© I joy in Death to ſerve the Man I love: 
© But if you thiak' Harry will grant me Mercy, N 
| Revenge yourſelf,” your King's, and Coumry's Wrongs, g 
| | © Take this good Sword and ſheath it in my Breaſt, WES, 
And act as wou'd become a Roman Father. 
© But lo, he _ — 
| D. of York, ——— Speak firſt, my gentle Son, 
Sorrow and mingled Rage has ſtopt the Tongue 
* Of thy afflicted Tauber, yet be wm thee, N 
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Duke and Dutcheſs of Tork, Aumerle, and Boliogbroke. 
Bolingb. Well, Unele York; do we ſet out oe Da nan * 
York, * Never my Liege 08 
Bolingb. la Tears! confus d good Madam, geatle Couſin, [ 
Unravel this ſtrange Hiſtory of Fate? Ih 
Aum. ( Kneels, } Then ſo, I ſpeak, a0d judge me thou © Kiog 
Ordain'd the ſacred Deputy of Heaven. 

| You ſee before you yout moſt mortal Foe; 
I am an open Traitor to thy States, 
And as I know the mighty. Vengeance due, 
I hardly can preſume to aſk for Pardon. 
Tort. * Peruſe this Paper, King; and then perin | 
* If Lean aſk his Pardon, tho' my Son: | 
cannot aſk it; do as beſt beſeems .. 
* Thy Heart, 0 King 
D. of Tord. My ever gracious Conte, 
Speaks he the Heart · felt Lavguage of the Soul? | | 
Fain he would aſk, but Honour ſtops his Tongue. 
Look how his Eyes ſwim, over-power'd with Tears, 
Which he wou'd ſhed, but that he weeps in Error, 
Tho” he laments a Child! My royal Nephew, 
A Woman aſks where pleading Nature calls, 
Tho” rigid Honour frowns at the Requeſt ; 
»Tis a loy'd Son, the Life in whom I live; 
Oh pardon him, and glad a Mother's Heart! 
Grant me his Life; and grant my firſt Requeſt, 
Elſe let my Knees grow here, nor ever riſe, 
Till Nature claims the ſweet Regard of Mercy, 
Tor. * I cannot join her; tho' I cannot help , 
* Theſe Tears, that play fond Beggars to his Cauſe: | 
Strange Advocates! that move againſt my Will, 
Bolingb. O heinous, ſtrong, and bold Conſpiracy ! 
O loyal Father of a treacherous Son!!! 
Thou clear, immaculate, and ſilver Fountain, 
From whence this Stream, thro' muddy Paſſages, 
Hath had its Current, and defl'd himſelf. 
Thy Overflow of good converts to bad, 
And thine abundant Goodneſs, ſha!l excuſe 
This deadly Blot in thy digreſhng Son, 
* Riſe up good Madam, and my dangerous Couſin, 
? 372 meet Forgiveneſs from the Breaſt of Harry, 
D. of York, * A God on Earth thou art: 
© The ſacred Dew of Mercy, ſhed from Heaven, 
* Lights on thy Hand to ſcatter on Mankind. | 
Bolingb. But for our truſty Brother in Law the Abbot, 
H Wich 
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| With al the reſt of tha POOR — DEI 
Deſtruction ſtreight ſhall: dog them at the Heels. 
Good Uncle, help to order ſeveral Powers 
To Oxford, or where'er theſe Trairors are. 
© ['l] fave Carliſle in Honour to his Function; 
But for the reſt——what dluat lacroder's here? \ 
Bolingbroke, York, Avnet . of "ay &c. Exton. 
Exton, * Behold, O King, at thy right royal feet, 
The faithfulleſt of all thy Servants kneels : c 
Richard, thy greateſt Foe, now fleeps in Peace. bY Ne | 
Bolingh. How? Richard dead! you do amaze us Et = 
Exton. * Open theſe Doors —— Now my rr men f 
* Rehold the Cauſe of thy late Fear is paſt. 
The back Scene opens, and diſcovers King Richard in an open Coffs Kc. 
Bolingb. By what Authority have you done this? 
Exton, *© Pardon me my good Liege,” — 1 heard you ſay, 
Will no Man rid me of this living Fear: 
From this, the Zeal I bore your Majeſty | | : b 
Bid me effect it. A THAT "oo * 
I kill'd him with a ſturdy Battle Axe: | | | | 
Three of my Men he flew; t needs moſt own 
In his good Right he did as Kings ſhou'd do, 
And in this Action better'd all his Life. | 8 21] 
York, Alas poor Richard. ' [Weeps.] 
Aum. Good your Majeſty, | 
* Allow me but this laſt Reſpect I pay. 
| And theſe few Pity claiming TW k ſhed. 7 9M 
* [Get and leans how «the Coffin, | 
8 Bolingb, *© Your Will ann ' nay even for my own Part | 
I cao bur weep to ſee high Majeſty 
So much debaſ'd by an ele Hand; 
Therefore, oh! Exton, for this bloody AQ, 
I baniſh thee for ever from' our Preſence; 
Far from the Limits of our royal Court 
Be abſent; and believe they love not Poiſon, 
Who do require the Soul-appeaſing Draught. 
Begone, without Reply! and you our Guard, | 
See that our royal Orders are obey'd. [Exton is ie, os 
n.“ 
Bolingbroke, York, Aumerle, &c. — Queen, Emilia, Ladies, 
Qucen. Where is the fallen Maje England ? 
© Speak? tell me where, thou mightielt al Victors? 
* Thou Conqueror of Kings! oh ſhew me to him. 
© That my poor Heart may break at the loy'd Sight, 
And be no more obliged to Bolingbroke. 
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« Ab! is that him ! .be- ill; be ſtill my eule i 
* Yes, it is he! it is my-murder/d Lo, bn © 
Bolingh. * Far be this Ded, oh gracious Queen wes bak 
© The mighty Conqueror wil lee ar the N 
And join thy Tears, all deſulate of Heart. 
Qucen. Away, begone, nor mock me thus 3 | 
* If thou would(t weep be it with Tears of Joy. 
With mighty Woader ſee thy Rlood : rob d State; | | 
* And'bleſs the Devaſtation thuu haſt made. * er. 
York, and D. of York.  *: Goad Madam be prend. 
Ducen, ——+Yoftk too was falle! ds reeft. 
But who can trace the wily: Arts of Man? . + $4 a 3977 » 
Do not diſturb me Madam, let me vie 105 
The dear Remains of theimaſt-lov'd of Men, 301105 d 
'Till my Heart eracks add Miſts o'ercloud wy Eyes, 0 
And veil me from . Ganed 221!) e bes 
0 After looking 2 Tine] 
Look'! look Emilia ! gentle. Ladies look ! | 
Opes not the ruby Portal of his Lips 
As he would ſpeak ! what would'ſt thou, fay ang one? 
Look how the gleſſy Orbits of his Eyes 
Are fix d on mine ? he frighteos me Emilia! 
And now he frowas! what have 1 done my. Lord 4 
Do you not know me? am I not thy Wife? N 5 
Thy faithful wedded Wife ? then who, ſhall 5 5 EY 
Emilia, My royal Lady, you. diſtreſs yourſe]f. WE 
Bucen, * I will not join with Bolingbroke agai | 
* Here's royal Blood ! who has done this my Rebar ? 
Tell me, that I.may,weep:bcfore; high Heaven, 
And ſtir the everlaſtigg, Powers,to; Vengeance, 
Bolingh Take her from the,Bqdy.leaſt-ſhe turn 
From extream Sortow to {trange, Lung y. 
Madam believe the royal Richard's Murderer 
Has had due Vengeance; J haye banjſh'd him. on Af 
Queen. Then wherefare art theu here i if, 8 i 4 
Who haſt thoa baniſh'd ? 
Bolingb. The murderer of Richard. 
Qucen. Thou art, oh Bolingbroke, his Murderer. 
* See, look, he wou'd confeſs it! all theſe Stains 
Are thine, and cry to injur'd Heaven againſt thee : 
* Alittle Time, and this misjudging Land, 
* May join with Heaven in Vengeance for my Lord, 
* And curſe thee for the Conqueſt thou haſt made. 
Emilia. * Alas! my ever royal Lady, let us 
* Convey you from this Sight, it will diſtract you. 
Sucen, * Any where from Bolipgbroke ; But ſay, 
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52 KING RICHARD I. 
c Tell me, oh Kioe, ak beſt "FOE thy will ? 
© Where muſt thy Captive go? Is not this great, 
| © To have a ſuppliant Queen forego her State, 

* And pay nn and ſtrange Courteſy? Wok 
Bolingb. Madam, chuſe your own Place of Reſidence, = 
Till we have News od what will beſt belike 8121 9101 


Qucen. 
* Indeed I thought I'd been a Beggar now. 


Bolingh, * I know you well, the Daughter of proud France, K* 

As ſuch I tender you moſt due Regard; | 

But beg that you wou'd leave this hapleſs Prince, 

Who ſhall receive right royal Obſequies; 

© Ourſelf ſhall wait upon his funeral Rites, 

And join the pealing-Anthem in his Praiſe. | 
Queen Adieu, one kiſs ——*tis cold ! -it freezes me, 

Wou'd I cou'd wake thee with my fond Exclaims, 

or the ſoft plaining of my dire Diſtreſs ! 

© But one Look more — and now hold hold my Heart, 

Nor let thy overſtrained Cordage crack, 

5 But bear me to repeat my laſt— Farewell. 


SCE N E X. 


Bolingbroke, York, Aumerle, &c. 
Bolingb. Lords, I proteſt my Soul is full of Woe, - 

© And eating Melancholy preys upon me. 
I wou'd this Blood was not upon our Hands: 
® As for the Traitor that has done this Deed, _ 
© He did it not in due Regard to us, 
© But for the baſe Reward that tempted him. 
Kings are but Men, and therefore Kings may err; 
© But tho* we ſometimes ſtoop below ourſelves, 
© As to reward debaſed Treachery ; 
In them who do ſuch Blood-ſtain'd Deeds tranſa®, 
We curſe the Villain, tho' we love the AR, 
The Bad may pleaſe us in the guilty Part, 
But the Juſt only ſhare the Monarch's Heart. 
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